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CHAPTER I. 



TT was growing late in the afternoon, 
-^ yet the principal church of the 
capital was still densely filled. From the 
numbers present, the beautiful floral de- 
corations of the altar, and the long line 
of handsome equipages waiting without, 
it was evident that the ceremony about 
to be celebrated had awakened interest 
and sympathy far and wide. 
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As usual on such occasions, when 
the sacredness of the place forbids any 
distinct utterance of curiosity, or other 
feeling, the spectators found vent for the 
restlessness of expectation by whisper- 
ing, and the gathering together of heads 
in little groups, and by an eager atten- 
tion to all that was going on in the 
neighbourhood of the vestry. A general 
exclamation of satisfaction was heard 
when its doors opened, and, as the first 
tones of the' organ pealed forth, the 
wedding party appeared. 

A numerous and brilUant company 
thronged round the bridal pair at the 
altar. Rich uniforms, heavy velvet and 
satin dresses, airy fabrics of lace, flowers 
and diamonds waved and rustled con- 
fusedly in a truly dazzling splendour. 
The aristocracy of birth, and the aris- 
tocracy of finance, represented each by 
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its most distinguished members, had met, 
as it seemed, to enhance the prestige 
of the marriage ceremony. 

To the right of the bride, first among 
the guests, stood a tall and stately officer, 
whose uniform and various orders bore 
witness to a long military career. His 
bearing was simple and dignified, suited 
to the solemnity of the occasion, and 
yet it seemed as though, behind the set 
gravity of the features, there lurked a 
something at variance with so joyful an 
event. His look was singularly gloomy 
as it rested on the young couple, and, 
when he turned from them and glanced 
through the crowded church, an expres- 
sion of suppressed pain, or anger, passed 
over the proud face, and the firmly- 
closed lips trembled slightly. 

Opposite him, and next to the bride- 
groom, stood a gentleman in plain 
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clothes, also advanced in years, and also, 
as it appeared, closely related to the 
young people ; but neither his lavish 
display of brilliants in watch, rings and 
pin, nor the extreme self-importance of 
his bearing, could procure for him a shade 
of that distinction which his opposite 
neighbour possessed in so eminent a 
degree. His whole appearance was de- 
cidedly ordinary, not to say vulgar, and 
even the unconcealed triumph now illumin- 
ing his countenance could set no other 
impress on it. 

The triumph was, indeed, great with 
which he gazed on the bridal pair, and 
he looked down the aisle on the closely- 
packed rows of chairs and on all the 
bright assembly, with tte satisfaction of 
one, who, after long striving, sees and 
welcomes the fulfilment of his aims and 
hopes; clearly, no shadow troubled his 
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gladness at the event now to be so- 
lemnized. 

But of all present, these two men 
alone appeared to take a deep interest 
in what was passing; least of all 
were the principal actors moved. The 
most unsympathizing of the guests, the 
greatest stranger, could hardly have 
shown a more complete indifference to 
the solemn act about to be performed 
than these two, who, in a few minutes, 
would be for ever united. 

The bride was about nineteen, and 
of undeniable beauty, but around her 
there seemed to reign a sort of icy chill, 
which ill became the hour and the 
place. The light from the altar-candles 
played on the thick folds of her white 
satin dress, shone in the diamonds of 
her costly ornaments; but it fell on a 
face which, with the beauty of marble, 
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seemed for the time being at least — a 
time when the most frigid cahn might 
naturally yield and kindle — to have 
acquired also a statue-like coldness and 
fixity. 

The flaxen hue of the heavy tresses, 
on which her myrtle wreath rested, con- 
trasted strangely with the well-marked 
eyebrows, and dark, almost black eyes, 
uplifted to the priest but once or twice 
during the entire ceremony. The pale, 
regular features, shaded on either side 
by her flowing veil, bore that distinctive 
mark of breeding which birth, and birth 
alone, can give. Indeed this high-bred 
air was the chief characteristic of her 
appearance; it showed itself not only 
in her delicate and noble features, but 
was so plainly stamped on her carriage 
and entire being, that all other qualities, 
some, perhaps, striking even deeper root. 
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were by it overshadowed and held in the 
background. 

A young lady fitted only, it would 
seem, for the higher spheres of life, never 
to be brought in contact with those pos- 
sible men and things which, perchance, 
may exist in its lower phases. Yet, in 
spite of all this, something in the dark 
eyes betrayed more energy and character 
than are usually found in a lady of 
fashion, and possibly the present hour 
was one to call such energy and such 
strength of nature to the front. As the 
ceremony proceeded, the gentleman in 
uniform to her right, and three younger 
officers who stood behind him gazed, 
ever more intently, ever more anxiously 
at her face; it remained, however, calm 
and impassible as it had been from the 
first. 

The bridegroom at her side was a 
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young man of about eight and twenty, 
one of those not very uncommon indi- 
viduals who seem expressly created for 
the gilded surroundings of a salon, who 
there alone find their significance, obtain 
their triumphs and pass their lives. 
Blamelessly correct in mien and toilette, 
his whole being seemed to denote the 
extremity of languor. His features, fine 
and agreeable in themselves, bore an 
expression of apathy so complete, of 
so boundless an indifference to all and 
everything, that they lost their charm 
for the observer. He had led his bride to 
the altar with the air of a man leading 
a lady to the place destined for her in 
any ordinary assembly, and he now 
stood by her, and held her hand in 
precisely the same apathetic fashion. 
Neither the importance of the step he 
was about to take, nor the beauty of 
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the woman he was there to wed, seemed 
to make the slightest impression on 
him. 

The priest's discourse came to an 
end and he proceeded to the actual 
marriage service. Loud and clear his 
voice rang through the church, as he 
asked Arthur Berkow and the Baroness 
Eugenie Maria Anna von Windeg- 
Babenau if they consented to take each 
other for man and wife. 

Again the ofl&cer's face twitched ner- 
vously, and he darted a look almost 
of hatred across to the other side. 
Next minute the double " yes " was spoken, 
and one of the oldest; proudest of 
aristocratic names had been exchanged 
for the simple, plebeian Berkow. 

Hardly was the service over and the 
last word of the concluding benediction 
uttered, when the gentleman wearing 
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the handsome brilliants pressed hastily 
forwards, evidently intending to em- 
brace the newly-married lady with much 
ostentation. Before, however, he could 
carry out his project, the oflBcer stepped 
between them; quickly, as though 
claiming an indisputable right to be 
first, he took the young bride in his 
arms; but the lips which touched her 
forehead were cold, and his face, as 
he bent over her remained hidden a 
few seconds from all around. When 
he raised it, his expression had changed 
to one of calm and quiet dignity. 
" Courage, father, it had to be !" 
These words, intelligible to him alone, 
were breathed so low as to be barely 
audible, but they gave him back his 
self-command. Again he pressed his 
daughter to him with a wistful tender- 
ness, which had in it something like a 
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prayer for pardon. Then he left her 
free, giving her over to the now 
inevitable embrace of the other, who 
had waited with visible impatience, and 
would no longer be deprived of his 
right to salute " his dear daughter-in- 
law." 

She certainly made no attempt to 
withdraw herself from him, for the 
eyes of the whole church were upon 
her. Standing motionless, with no shade 
of disturbance on her beautiful face, 
she only raised her eyes to him; but 
in her look there was a haughtiness 
so unapproachable, so icy a repulse of 
that which could not be openly refused, 
that she made herself understood even 
here. 

Somewhat disconcerted, her father-in- 
law changed his vehement demonstration 
of affection to an attitude of respectful 
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politeness, and the embrace, which im- 
mediately followed, was in reality little 
more than a form, his arms touching 
nothing more substantial than the flowing 
drapery of her bridal veil. The new 
relation's assurance, though certainly 
far from small, had yet not held its 
ground before that glance. 

Young Berkow made things easier 
for his father-in-law. Something passed 
between them which looked like shaking 
hands, but, in truth, his white kid 
gloves hardly came into contact with 
those of the Baron. It seemed, how- 
ever, fully to suffice them both; he 
then offered his arm to his youug wife 
and led her away. The bride's satin 
train rustled over the marble steps and 
down the aisle as the two passed out, 
followed by the guests in gay proces- 
sion. Shortly afterwards the carriages 
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outside were heard to drive away one 
by one. 

The church was soon emptied. Some 
pressed to the doors to see the de- 
parting visitors once more ; some has- 
tened out to give vent to all their 
important observations and reflections 
with regard to the toilette, bearing and 
appearance of the young couple and 
those nearly connected with them. In 
less than ten minutes the vast place 
was empty and deserted; only the 
evening glow shone through the tall 
windows and flooded the altar and 
great altar-piece with its crimson light, 
so that the figures on the old golden 
back-ground seemed quickened into 
life. 

Fanned by a current of air, the candles 
flared unsteadily and the flowers, lying 
crushed and trampled under foot on 



the ground, where they had been so 
prodigally strewn, breathed forth their 
dying odours. What better end could 
the poor flowers serve amid such a blaze 
of jewels, on so high a festival as this, 
when the daughter of an old baronial 
house had been given in marriage to 
the son of the city millionaire ? 

The carriages had already reached the 
Windeg mansion, and life and movement 
were beginning to circulate through the 
gaily lighted rooms. In the principal 
salon, radiantly illuminated by countless 
wax-lights, the young bride stood lean- 
ing on her husband's arm, cold, beau- 
tiful and haughty, as she had stood 
at the altar an hour before, and re- 
ceived the congratulations of the eager 
friends pressing round her with their 
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own happiness by that " yes" she had 
so lately spoken ? — the dark shadow still 
resting on her father's brow might 
perhaps have given the fitting answer. 





CHAPTER II. 

" T7[7ELL, thank Heaven, we are in 
* ^ order at last ! but it was high 
time, for they may be here in another 
quarter of an hour. I have given the 
people up on the hill full instructions; 
as soon as the carriage is visible on the 
heights, the first salute is to be given." 

" Why, my dear Director, you are all 
fire and excitement to-day !" 

" Keep some of your strength for 
the important moment of the recep- 
tion.'' 
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" Indeed, your present position as 
Master of the Ceremonies and Lord High 
Chamberlain. . . ." 

" Spare your pleasantries, gentlemen !" 
said the Director with some vexation in 
his tone. " I wish one of you had been 
honoured with this confounded post. I 
have had enough of it 1" 

The entire staff of officials connected 
with the great Berkow mines was assem- 
bled in full dress at the foot of the ter- 
race running before the chateau. Built 
in the style of an elegant and modern 
villa with a handsome fagade, great plate- 
glass windows and a fine entrance, the 
house produced a striking effect, which 
was still further heightened by the taste- 
ful gardens surrounding it on all sides, 
and looking specially beautiful to-day in 
their ffite-like dress. 

The conservatories had evidently been 

VOL. I. c 



i8 SUCCESS : 




stripped of their richest treasures for 
the decoration of the steps, balconies 
and terraces. The rarest and most pre- 
cious plants, so seldom brought in con- 
tact with the outer air, unfolded here 
their wealth of colour, and perfumed 
the air with their sweet scents. On the 
broad lawns stood fountains, throwing 
high into the air their sparkling waters, 
and round them, most carefully culti- 
vated, bloomed all the native beauties 
of spring in her first awakening. At the 
chief entrance a lofty triumphal arcli 
was reared, all decked with flags and 
garlands, and the great gates, thrown 
wide open, were also twined with 
flowers. 

" I have had enough of it !" repeated 
the Director, stepping up to the other 
gentlemen. " Herr Berkow demands the 
most brilliant reception possible, and 
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thinks lie has done everytlung when he 
gives us unlimited credit. As to the 
good-will of the people, he never takes 
that into account. Well and good, if 
we had the working men of twenty years 
ago to deal with ! When, for once in a 
way, there came an off-day then, any 
kind of a holiday with a dance in the 
evening, one need never be anxious 
about the way they would cheer; but 
now — ^what with passive indifference on 
the one hand, and open hostility on the 
other, they were very near refusing to 
give any reception at all to their young 
master and his bride. If you go back 
to town to-morrow, Herr Schaffer, it 
would do no harm, in your report of 
our festive doings to let a hint drop 
of the state of things. It seems they 
either do not, or will not, know of it 
there." 

c 2 
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** That I eertainljr shall not !" returned 
the other. ** Do you care to listen to 
our respected governor's . very polite 
langas^e when he has to hear of any- 
thing unpleasant? As for me, I prefer 
at such times to retire to the greatest 
possible distance from his august per- 

The others laughed; it hardly seemed 
as though the absent master were held 
in much veneration among them. 

"So he really has brought about the 
grand marriage," began the chief engi- 
neer. ** He has given himself trouble 
enough about it. It will be some com- 
pensation for that patent of nobility 
which has been hitherto so persistently 
denied him, and for which, above all 
else, his soul yearns. He has, at least, 
the triumph of seeing that the noble 
old houses feel no prejudice against him 
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as a plain commoner. The Windegs are 
willing to ally themselves with him." 

Herr SchafEer shrugged his shoulders. 
" They had no choice left. The em- 
barrassed state of the family affairs is 
no secret in the city. I doubt if it has 
been an easy thing to the proud Baron 
to give up his daughter on such a specu- 
lation. The Windegs have always been, 
not only among the oldest, but also 
among the haughtiest of the aristocracy ; 
but even pride must bend to a bitter 
necessity." 

" One thing is certain, this grand con- 
nection wiU cost us a famous sum of 
money," said the Director. '* The Baron 
is sure to have made his conditions. 
Besides, I really do not see the object 
of all these sacrifices. I could under- 
stand it, if they were made with a view 
to buying rank and a title for a daughter. 
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but Herr Arthur will be just as plebeian 
as before, in spite of his wife's ancient 
lineage/' 

" Do you think so ? I would wager 
not. They will grant to the husband 
of a Baroness Windeg-Babenau, ta the 
Baron's son-in-law, all that his father 
has striven for in vain ; and, as for the 
latter, in his daughter-in-law's salon, 
nothing can hinder him from meeting ^all 
the people who have hitherto held him 
at a respectful distance. Don't tell me ! 
The governor knows well enough what 
this marriage wiU bring him in, and so 
he can afford to pay something for the 
cost of it." 

One of the officials, a fair young man 
with a tight-fitting dress-coat and irre- 
proachable gloves, here thought fit to 
put in an observation. 

" For my part, I don't understand 
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why the newly-married pair should make 
their wedding trip to our solitudes, and 
not rather to the land of poetry, to 
Italy . . . ." 

The chief -engineer laughed out loud. 

" What an idea, Wilberg ! Poetry in 
a match like this, between money and 
a title ! Besides, wedding tours to Italy 
have become so general that they pro- 
bably appear vulgar to Herr Berkow. 
At such times the aristocracy retire to 
their estates, and we must be aristocratic 
before everything." 

** I fear there is another and a deeper 
reason," said the Director. " They sus- 
pect that the young fellow would continue 
in Rome, or Naples, the same sort of 
life he has led in the capital for the last 
few years, and it is high time to put an 
end to it. His expenditure latterly might 
be reckoned by tens of thousands ! 
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Most springs may be exhausted, and 
HeiT Arthur was in the right way for 
trying this little experiment on hii 
father." 

Schaffer's thin lips curled sarcastically. 

" His father has always encouraged 
him in it; he only reaps what he has 
sown! Perhaps you are right. It will 
be easier for him to get used to the yoke 
up here in these wilds, and to learn to 
obey his wife. I am only afraid she may 
not fulfil her mission with much enthu- 
siasm. It certainly is not a very enviable 



one. 



" Do you think she has been forced to 
marry him ?" asked Wilberg eagerly. 

" Nonsense — ^forced ! the thing is not 
done in a tragic way now-a-days. She 
has simply yielded to reasonable advice, 
and to a clear insight into the position 
of affairs. I have no doubt this marriage 
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of convenience will turn out tolerably 
well. They do mostly." 

The fair Herr Wilberg, who clearly 
had a leaning to the tragical, shook l\is 
head with a melancholy air. 

" It may be — not I If, in the heart of 
the young wife, true love should awake 
later, if another .... Good heavens, 
Hartmann I cannot you lead your men 
farther off. You are covering us with a 
perfect cloud of dust, you and your 
regiment !" 

The young miner, to whom these 
words were addressed, and who was 
passing at the head of about fifty of his 
comrades, gave a contemptuous glance 
at the carefully appointed dress of the 
speaker, and another at the sandy car- 
riage-road, where the miners' heavy shoes 
certainly had raised some dust. 

" Right about face!" he cried, and 
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the column wheeled round with almost 
military precision, taking the direction 
indicated. 

. " What a bear that Hartmann is !" 
said Wilberg, fanning the dust from his 
coat with his handkerchief. " Not a 
word of excuse for his awkwardness ! 
* Right about face !' in a tone of com- 
mand, like a general at the head of his 
troops. And then he takes so much 
upon himself ! If his father had not 
put in his word, he would have forbidden 
the girl Martha to recite my poem com- 
posed for the bride's reception, my poem — 
which I . . . ." 

" Have already read aloud to every- 
body," finished the chief-engineer in an 
undertone to the Director. " If only it 
were a little shorter ! but he is right, it 
was audacious of Hartmann to wish to 
forbid it. You should not have posted 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 27 

him and his people just on this spot; 
there is no sort of welcome to be looked 
for from them. They are the most 
rebellious fellows on the whole works." 

The iDirector shrugged his shoulders. 
" Yes, but then they are the finest men. 
I have stationed all the others in the 
village and on the road, the elite of our 
people ought to be at the chief entrance, 
the post of honour. On an occasion like 
this, one wishes to make a show of one's 
belongings." 

The young miner, who was thus being 
discussed, had, in the meantime, sta- 
tioned his comrades round the triumphal 
arch and placed himself at their head. 
The Director was right; they were fine 
fellows, but they were all surpassed by 
their leader, who towered high above 
them. He had a powerful, well-knit 
frame, this Hartmann, and he looked 
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to full advantage in his dark miner's 
dress. His face would hardly have 
been called handsome, if judged by the 
strict laws of symmetry. The brow 
might have seemed too low, the lips 
too full, the lines not noble enough; 
but those sharply-cut and well-marked 
features were certainly no ordinary 
ones. 

The light curly hair lay thick on the 
broad massive forehead, and a wavy 
brown beard encircled the lower part of 
the face, the manly bronze of which did 
not betray that it was so often deprived 
of air and sunshine. His parted lips had 
a defiant look, and in the rather sombre 
expression of his blue eyes, lay a some- 
thing which can hardly be defined, but 
which impressed itself at once on ordi- 
nary minds, and was respected by them, 
as the sure token of a superior mind. 



— ^.. j. 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 29 



His whole appearance was that of energy 
incarnate, and however little sympathy 
his stiff, unbending bearing might excite, 
it yet commanded attention at the first 
glance. 

An older man who, although wearing 
the miner's dress, did not appear to 
belong to the working-men, drew near 
now, accompanied by a young girl, and 
came close up to the group. 

" Good day to you. Here we are 
ready to take our part. How do things 
go, TJlric ? Are you all in order ?" 

Ulric assented shortly, while the 
others returned the old man's greeting 
with a hearty, " Good day, Manager 
Hartmann !" and the looks of most of 
them turned on his young compa- 
nion. 

The girl was about twenty and very 
comely. She wore the holiday costume 
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peculiar to the locality, and it became 
her well. Rather below the middle 
height, her head hardly reached to the 
gigantic Hartmann's shoulder; her fresh 
young face, with its blooming cheeks 
and clear blue eyes, a little sunburnt 
and crowned with thick dark plaits, had 
strength in it as well as attractiveness. 
She had made a movement, as if to offer 
her hand to the young man, but he stood 
with his arms folded, and she let it fall 
quickly. The Manager noticed this and 
looked sharply at them both. 

*' We are out of humour because we 
could not have our own way for once ?" 
he asked. " Never mind, Ulric, it does 
not happen often, but when you push 
matters too far, your father must speak 
a word of authority." 

'* If I had anything to say about 
Martha, I should certainly have spokeu 
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out pretty plainly," declared Ulric de- 
cidedly, and a dark look fell upon the 
splendid bouquet in the girl's hand, 
which certainly owed its origin to a hot- 
house. 

" I believe you," said the old man 
equably, " it would be exactly like you. 
For the present, however, she is my 
niece and has to conform to my wishes. 
But what is the matter with your arch 
up there? The great flag-staff is droop- 
ing; you must bind it up more firmly, 
or the whole concern will be tumbling 
down, wreaths and all." 

Ulric, to whom this warning was 
specially addressed, looked up indif- 
ferently at the wreaths in danger, but 
made no attempt to come to their 
rescue. 

*' Don't you hear ?" repeated his father 
impatiently. 
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*' I thought I was hired to work« in 
the mine, and not here at a triumphal 
arch. Is not it enough that we should 
have to mount guard in this place ? Let 
those who built the thing set it to rights 
again." 

" Can't you forget the old tune for 
one day?" cried the old man angrily. 
" Well then, one of you go up and see 
to it." 

The miners all looked at Ulric, waiting 
for a sign of assent from him. As none 
came, they did not stir; one man only 
made a move, as though he would res- 
pond to the summons ; the young leader 
turned silently and looked at him. It 
was but a single glance from the im- 
perious blue eyes, but it had the effect 
of command. The man stepped back at 
once, and no other hand was raised to 
help. 
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** I wish it would fall on your obsti- 
nate heads," cried the Manager hotly, 
as he mounted with quite youthful acti- 
vity and tied up the flag-staff himself. 
" Perhaps that would teach you how to 
behave on such a day as this. You have 
spoilt Lawrence already amongst you ; he 
used to be worth something, but now he 
only does what his lord and master Ulric 
directs." 

" Ought we to be so overjoyed that a 
new set of fine masters is coming?" 
said Ulric in a low tone. " I should 
have thought we had had enough of the 
old !" 

The Manager, still busy with the flag, 
luckily did not hear this speech; but 
the young girl, who had stood silent on 
one side, turned hastily and cast an 
anxious look upwards. 

" Ulric, for my sake I" 

VOL. I. D 
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At this injunction the defiant young 
miner held his peace, but his features 
did not soften by a shade. The girl re- 
mained standing before him ; she seemed 
to hesitate, having something to say 
and not liking to say it. At last she 
spoke in a low tone, half questioning, 
half entreating. 

" So you really will not come to the 
f^te this evening ?'* 

« No." 

« uiric \ . . r 

** Let me be, Mardia, you know I 
can^t bear your dancing nonsense. 

Martha stepped back quickly, her red 
lips pouting, and a glistening tear in her 
eyes, which sprang even more from anger 
than from wounded feeling at his un- 
friendly reply. Ulric either did not 
notice it, or did not care; indeed, he 
seemed to trouble himself but little about 
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her. Without wasting auother word, the 
girl turned her back on him, and crossed 
over to the other side. 

The eyes of the young fellow, who just 
before had been willing to help with the 
flag, followed her intently. Evidently 
he would have given much that the in- 
vitation should have been addressed to 
him. He, assuredly, would not have 
rejected it so cavalierly. 

In the meantime, the Manager had 
come down, and was reviewing his work 
with much satisfaction, when the first 
volley burst forth from the hill op- 
posite, followed, at short intervals, by 
another and another. As was natural, 
these signs that the expected visi- 
tors were approaching at last, produced 
some excitement. The gentlemen as- 
sembled out yonder became suddenly 
animated. 
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The Director hurriedly inspected all 
the preparations for the last time; the 
chief engineer and Herr Schaffer buttoned 
their gloves, and Wilberg rushed over 
to Martha, probably to ask, for the 
twentieth time, whether she were sure 
she knew his verses, and would not en- 
danger his triumph as a poet by in- 
opportune shyness. Even the miners 
betrayed some interest in the young and, 
as it was said, beautiful bride of their 
future master. More than one drew in 
his belt, and pressed his hat more firmly 
on his head. Ulric alone stood quite 
unmoved, erect and disdainful as before, 
and did not even cast a glance over at 
the other side. 

But the reception, prepared with so 
much thought and care, was to turn out 
differently from what had been hoped 
and expected. A cry of horror from the 
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Manager, who was now standing outside 
the great arch, drew all eyes in that 
direction, and what they saw was cer- 
tainly terrible enough. 




• CHAPTER III. 

T\OWN the steep road which led from 
-^ the village, came, or rather flew, a 
carriage, the horses of which, startled 
probably by the salutes fired, had shaken 
off all control, and were careering wildly 
down the hill. The carriage rocked to 
and fro on the mieven ground, and was 
in imminent danger, either of being 
thrown down the precipitous incline to 
the right, or of being dashed to pieces 
against the great trees which boidered 
the road on the other side« The coach- * 
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man seemed to have lost all presence of 
mind. He had let fall the reins, and 
was clinging desperately to his seat, 
while, from the hill behind, the gunners, 
prevented by the trees from seeing the 
accident they had brought about, crashed 
forth report after report, spurring the 
terrified animals on and on in their mad 
course. What the fearful issue must 
be, was only too plainly visible. At the 
bridge below a catastrophe would be in- 
evitable. 

The people assembled before the house 
did what crowds mostly do on such occa- 
sions. They screamed, ran helplessly 
hither and thither, but it occurred to no 
one to give that practical help which was 
so urgently needed. In that moment 
upon which everything depended, not 
one, even among the miners, had the 
courage, or the quick wit, to rush 
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forwards. Yes, there was a single ex- 
ception, one man wto preserved his 
self-possession ! To take in the whole 
danger at a glance, to thrust aside his 
father and comrades, and to spring out 
from among them was for Ulric the 
work of an instant. 

In three bounds he had reached the 
bridge; a scream of horror from Martha 
rang out after him — ^too late ! He had 
already thrown himself before the horses 
and had grasped the reins. High in the 
air reared the aflErighted creatures, but 
instead of stopping, they set out with 
fresh fury, dragging him along with them. 
Any other man must have been thrown 
to the ground and trampled under foot, 
but Ulric, by his giant strength, suc- 
ceeded, at last, in getting the mastery. 
A tremendous pull at the reins, on which 
he had never slackened his hold, made 
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one of the horses stagger and lose its 
footing. It fell, alid, in its fall, dragged 
the other down with it. The carriage 
stopped. 

XJlric went up to the door, confidently 
expecting to find its occupants, or, at 
least the lady, in a swoon. According 
to his notions, that was the usual con- 
dition of fine ladies and gentlemen who 
found themselves exposed to any danger ; 
but here, when, if ever, a fainting-fit 
might have been justifiable, there was 
absolutely nothing of the sort. The lady 
stood upright in the carriage, holding 
to the back seat with both hands, her 
eyes, fixed and dilated, still intent on 
the chasm before her, where the journey 
would, probably, next minute have come 
to a frightful end ; but no sound, no cry 
of alarm escaped her firmly closed lips. 
Ready, if it came to the worst, to risk 
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springing out, an attempt whicli, how- 
ever, would certainly have proved fatal, 
she had looked death in the face silently 
and without shrinking, with how thorough 
a sense of the peril incmrred, her counte- 
nance showed. 

Ulric seized her quickly and lifted her 
out, for the horses struggling on the 
ground, and striving wildly to free them- 
selves, were still dangerous. It only 
took a few seconds to carry her over the 
bridge; but, during these few seconds, 
the dark eyes were fixed steadfastly on 
the man who, with such disregard of 
his own life, had almost thrown himself 
upider her horses' feet. Perhaps' it was 
all too unusual a sensation for the young 
miner to bear in his arms a burden 
clothed in silken sheen, to feel waving 
round him, fluttering over his shoulder, 
a gauzy white veil, for, as his eyes rested 
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on the beautiful pale face whicli had made 
so brave a stand in the moment of dan- 
ger, a bewildered look passed over his 
features, and he set down his charge 
hastily, almost roughly, in a place of secu- 
rity. 

Eugenie stiU trembled slightly, and she 
drew a long breath of relief, but there 
was no other sign of the terrible alarm 
she must have undergone. 

" I — I thank you. Pray look to Herr 
Berkow !" 

Ulric, already turning to leave her, 
stopped with a shock of surprise. " Look 
to Herr Berkow," the yoimg wife had 
said, at a time when most women would 
have caUed in anguish on their husband's 
name, and she had said it quite coolly 
and quietly. A dim notion of that which 
the gentlemen on the terrace had so freely 
discussed, dawned on the young man as 
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he turned and went to look after " Herr 
Berkow." 

This time there was, however, no need 
of his assistance. Arthur Berkow had 
got out of the carriagt and crossed the 
bridge alone. The passive indifference 
of his nature had not belied itself during 
this critical time. When the danger had 
come upon them so unexpectedly, and 
his wife moved, as if about to spring out, 
he had laid his hand on her arm, and 
said in a low tone : 

** Sit still, Eugenie, you are lost if 
you attempt to jump." 

Then no further word was spoken. 
While Eugenie stood erect in the carriage, 
looking out for help, and resolved, at 
the last moment, to risk a spring, Arthur 
remained motionless in his place ; as they 
neared the bridge, he just passed his 
hand over his eyes, and he would pro- 
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bably have allowed himself to be dashed 
to pieces with the carriage, if assistance 
had not been forthcoming at that decisive 
moment. 

He now stood near the parapet of the 
bridge, perhaps a thought paler than 
usual, but perfectly steady, and without 
a trace of emotion ; whether he had felt 
none, or whether he had already mastered 
it, Ulric was forced to confess to himself 
that such equanimity was, at least, some- 
thing out of the common. The young 
heir had a moment ago looked Death full 
in the face, and now he stood, calmly 
scrutinizing, as some curious phenome- 
non, the man whose energy had rescued 
him from mortal peril. 

That help, which was no longer needed, 
poured in now on all sides. Twenty 
hands were busy raising the horses and 
helping down the coachman, still half 
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stupefied with f right. The entire swarm 
of oflSicials pressed round the young cou- 
ple, giving utterance to their regrets, 
their sympathy, their profound sorrow. 
They fairly exhausted themselves with 
questions and offers of assistance, won- 
dering how the accident could possibly 
have happened, ascribing it alternately 
to the report of the guns, to the driver 
and to the horses. Arthur stood a few 
minutes passive, and let the stream flow 
over him. Then he stayed it with a 
gesture. 

" Enough, gentlemen, pray ! You see 
we are both unhurt. Let us now go on 
to the house." 

He offered his arm to his wife to lead 
her away, but Eugenie stood still and 
looked around. 

" And our deliverer ? I hope he has 
not been injured ?" 
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" All yes, true !" said the Director 
somewhat ashamed. " We had nearly- 
forgotten that. It was Hartmann who 
stopped the horses. Hartmann, where 
are you ?" 

There was no answer to his call, but 
Wilberg, who, in his admiration for the 
romantic deed, quite forgot his old grudge 
against the doer, cried eagerly : 

" He is standing out there yonder !" 
and rushed across to the young miner. 

When the gentlemen had hastened up, 
Ulric had at once retreated, and he was 
now standing with his back turned to 
them, and leaning against a tree. 

" Hartmann, you must come .... 
Good heavens ! what is the matter with 
you? Where does all this blood come 
from ?" 

Ulric was visibly struggling against an 
attack of faintness, yet his face flushed 
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angrily as the other made an attempt to 
support him. Indignant that he should 
be thought capable of such weakness, he 
raised himself hastily, and pressed his 
clenched hand still more firmly to his 
bleeding forehead. 

" It is nothing — nothing but a scratch. 
If I had only a handkerchief !" 

Wilberg was about to produce his, 
when suddenly a silk dress rustled close 
by him. Young Lady Berkow stood by 
his side, and, without speaking, held out 
her own little one, trimmed with costly 
lace. 

The Baroness Windeg could never have 
been called upon to offer practical help 
to a woimded man, or she would have 
said to herself that this tiny embroidered 
morsel of cambric was ill-qualified to 
stanch such a stream of blood as now 
poured forth, the thick masses of light 
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hair having, for a time, impeded the 
flow. Ulric must have known better 
how useless it was, yet he stretched out 
his hand for the proffered help. 

** Thanks, my lady, but that will not 
serve us much," said the Manager, who 
had come up, and now laid his arm round 
his son's shoulder. " Keep still, Ulric !" 
and he drew out his own strong linen 
handkerchief, and applied it to what 
appeared to be a deep wound in the 
head. 

"Is it dangerous ?" languidly asked 
Arthur Berkow, coming over to the 
spot accompanied by the other gen- 
tlemen. 

With one push Ulric freed himself fro^l 
his father, and he stood erect, his blue 
eyes gleaming more darkly than ever, as 
he answered roughly : 

" Not in the least. Nobody need 
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trouble themselves about it, I can take 
care of myself." 

The words had a disrespectful sound, 
but the recent service he had rendered 
was too great for any one to find fault 
with them. Herr Berkow seemed re- 
lieved that the answer spared him any 
further trouble about the business. 

" I will send the doctor to him," said 
he, in his quiet indifferent way, ^* and 
we will reserve our thanks for another 
time. At present, there seems to be 
assistance enough. Will you not come, 
Eugenie ?" 

His wife took the arm he offered her, 
but she turned her head once again, as 
if to assure herself that the required 
succour was really there. It seemed 
as though she did not quite approve 
of the way her husband treated the 
ikiaMer. ■ 
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" Our whole reception is a failure !" 
said Wilberg to the chief-engineer a 
few minutes later, as, quite dispirited, 
he joined the others in escorting the 
proprietor's son and his bride to the 
house. 

" And your poem into the bargain !" 
joked the person addressed. " Who 
can think now of flowers and verses ? 
Eeally, for any one who believes in 
omens, this first home-coming can 
hardly be called promising. Deadly peril, 
wounds and bloodshed ! there is some- 
thing romantic in it, just in your style, 
Wilberg. You should write a ballad 
about it, only this time you would have 
no choice but to take Hartmann for 
your hero." 

" And what a bear he is after aU !" 
said Wilberg excitedly. " Might he not 
have said a word of thanks to Lady 
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Berkow when slie offered him her own 
handkerchief? And then he replied to 
Herr Arthur in such an ill-mannered 
way. But the fellow has the strength of 
a giant ! when I asked him why, for good- 
ness sake, he had not put a bandage on 
sooner, he answered curtly that he had 
not noticed the wound at first. What 
do you say to that ? He gets a blow on 
the head which would have stretched one 
of us senseless, and he first tames the 
horses, carries the lady away from the 
carriage, and only awakes to the fact 
that he is wounded when the blood 
rushes down in a stream, I should 
like to see any one else who could do 
it !" 

The miners had gathered round their 
comrade in the meantime, and much 
dissatisfaction was expressed among them 
ttb ih^ way their future master had 
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behaved to him. It seemed to give them 
great offence that he should have, for 
the time being at least, eluded all ex- 
pression of gratitude. Many dark looks, 
many cutting remarks passed; even the 
Manager wrinkled his brow, and, for a 
wonder, uttered no word in Arthur's 
defence. 

He was still trying to stanch the 
blood, and was actively aided therein by 
Martha, whose face betrayed anxiety 
so unmistakable that it must have 
struck even Ulric, had not his eyes been 
turned in quite a different direction. 
Long and gloomily he gazed after the 
party which had just left him. Clearly 
his thoughts were taken up by some- 
thing far other than the pain of his 

wound. 

As the old man was placing a tempo- 
rary bandage on his son's bleeding brow. 
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he noticed that Ulric still held the lace 
handkerchief in his hand. 

** That cobweb/' said he, with unusual 
bitterness, " that embroidered cobweb 
would have been a great deal of use to 
us! Give it to Martha, Ulric, she can 
restore it to her ladyship." 

Ulric looked down at the dainty little 
thing which lay so softly between his 
fingers ; as Martha stretched out her hand 
for it, he raised it quickly and pressed 
it to his wound, staining the delicate 
lace a deep red. 

" What are you about?" said his 
father, half -astonished, half -angry. "Are 
you going to stop up a hole in your head 
an inch deep with that thing. I should 
think we had handkerchiefs enough of 
our own." 

" Yes, yes, I did not think what I 
was doing," returned Ulric shortly. " Let 
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it be, Martha, it is spoilt now any way !" 
and, so saying, he thrust it into his 
blouse. 

The girl's hands, which had been so 
busy, fell down idly all at once, and she 
stood by while the Manager adjusted and 
secured the bandage. Her eyes were 
fixed wonderingly on Ulric's face. Why 
had he been in such a hurry to spoil the 
pretty thing? Was it because he did 
not want to give it back ? 

The young miner certainly possessed 
no special aptitude for the r61e of a sick 
man. He had shown himself very im- 
patient of the services rendered him, and 
it had needed all his father's authority 
to induce him to submit to them. Now 
he stood up and declared emphatically 
that it was enough, and that he must be 
left in peace. 

" Let him alone, an obstinate fellow /" 
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said the Manager. " You know well 
there is nothing to be done with him. 
We shall hear what the doctor says. 
You are a pretty sort of hero, Ulric ! 
You would not lend a helping hand with 
the arch built in honour of the family; 
on no account, it would be demeaning 
yourself! but you can throw yourself 
under the horses' feet when they are 
running away with the said family, with- 
out one thought for the old father who 
has nobody in the world but his son to 
look to ! You don't mind doing that ! 
Ah ! that is being what you call * lo- 
gical' in your new-fangled speech. 
Now, you lads who follow your lord 
and master in every thing, it will do no 
harm this time if you take example 
by him." 

With these words, through which, spite 
of their disguise of assumed grumbling, 
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the pride he felt in his son and his 
tender love for him showed all too 
plainly, the old man seized Ulric's arm 
and led him away. 




CHAPTER IV. 



"nYENINGr was drawing on. The 
-■^ festivities on the Berkow estates 
had been participated in by the bridal 
pair, and, so far at least, had attained 
their end. After the happy termination 
of that perilous incident which had so 
nearly compromised the whole proceed- 
ings, the original programme had been 
strictly adhered to. The young couple, 
everywhere in requisition during the 
afternoon, found themselves at last at 
home, and left to each other's company. 
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Herr Schaffer had just taken his leave, 
he was to return to the elder Herr 
Berkow in the city the following morn- 
ing; and the servant, who had been busy 
with the arrangements of the tea-table, 
now disappeared in his turn. 

The lamp on the table shed its clear 
mild light on the pale blue draperies and 
costly furniture of the little salon, which, 
like all the other rooms in the house, 
had been newly and splendidly decorated 
for the reception of the new mistress, 
and formed part of the suite appropriated 
to her use. The silk curtains, closely 
drawn, shut from it the outer world; 
flowers filled the stands and vases, per- 
fuming the air, and on a table before a 
little sofa stood the silver tea-service 
ready for use. In spite of all the splen- 
dour, it was a perfect Uttle picture of 
domestic comfort. 
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So far, at least, as the boudoir itself 
was concerned; but the newly married 
couple hardly seemed as yet to appre- 
ciate its home-like charm. The bride, 
still in full dress, stood in the middle 
of the room musing, and holding in her 
hand the bouquet which Wilberg, in 
Martha's stead, had had the happiness 
of offering her. The scent from the 
orange-blossoms engrossed her attention 
so completely, that she had • none left 
for her husband, and he certainly made 
no very vigorous claim upon it. Scarcely 
had the door closed behind the footman, 
when he sank into an arm-chair with an 
air of exhaustion. 

" It is enough to kill one, this making 
a show of one's self for ever ! Is not it, 
Eugenie? They have not granted us a 
minute's respite since yesterday at noon. 
First the ceremony, then the dinner, 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 6i 

then a most fatiguing journey by rail 
and post, whicli went on all through the 
night and forenoon of to-day, then the 
tragic episode; here again a reception, 

presentation of oflBcials, dinner 

My father did not remember evidently, 
when he sketched out the programme, 
that we possess anything like nerves. 
I own that mine are completely un- 
strung !" 

His wife turned her head and cast a 
very contemptuous glance at the man, 
who, in his first t6te-a-t6te with her, 
could talk of his nerves. Eugenie did 
not appear to have much knowledge of 
such ailments ; not a trace of fatigue was 
to be seen on her fair face. 

*' Have you heard whether young Hart- 
mann's wound is dangerous ?" asked she 
by way of answer. 

Arthur had exerted himself to make 
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an exceptionally long speech ; he seemed 
surprised that it had obtained so little 
notice. 

" Schaffer says it is nothing," he re- 
turned indifferently, " he has spoken to 
the doctor, I think. By the bye, we 
shall have to make the young fellow some 
sort of recognition. I shall commission 
the Director to see about it." 



" Ought you not rather to take the 
matter into your own hands ?" 

" I ? No, pray spare me that 1 I hear 
he is not a common miner after all, but 
the son of the manager, a deputy, or 
something of the kind. How can I tell 
whether money, or a present, or what 
would be the proper thing to give him ? 
The Director will manage it admir- 
ably." 

He let his head sink into the cushions 
again. Eugenie answered nothing; she 
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sat down on the sofa and leaned her 
head on her hand. After the pause of a 
minute or so, it seemed, however, to 
occur to Herr Arthur that he owed his 
young wife some attention, and that he 
could not possibly remain silent and 
buried in his arm-chair during the entire 
hour the tea-drinking would be supposed 
to last. It cost him an effort, but he 
made the sacrifice and actually rose to 
his feet. Going over to his wife, he 
seated himself by her side, took her hand 
and even went so far as to attempt pass- 
ing his arm round her. But it was only 
an attempt. With a quick movement, 
Eugenie drew her hand out of his and 
retreated from him, casting a glance at 
him like that which, yesterday in church, 
had so spoiled his father's first embrace. 
There was the same cold haughty re- 
pulse in her look which said better than 
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any words : " I am not to be approached 
by you, or any Kke you." 

But this high disdainful manner, so 
imposing to the father, proved less so 
when employed towards the son, pro- 
bably because the latter was no longer 
to be awed by anything. He appeared 
neither intimidated nor disconcerted at 
this evident show of repugnance, but 
merely looked up with some faint sur- 
prise. 

" Is that disagreeable to you, Eu- 
genie ?" 

" It is new to me, at least. You 
have hitherto spared me such marks of 
affection." 

The young man was too apathetic to 
feel all the bitter meaning of these words. 
He took them as a sort of reproach. 

" Hitherto ? Well yes, etiquette was 
rather severely maintained in your 
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father's house. During the whole two 
months of our engagement, I had not 
once the happiness of seeing you alone. 
The continual presence of your father or 
your brothers laid a restraint upon us 
which, now we are together quietly for 
the first time, may well be laid aside." 

Eugenie retreated still farther. 

" Well then, now that we are quietly 
alone together, I declare that such tender 
demonstrations, made just to satisfy ap- 
pearances, and in which the heart has no 
share, are positively distasteful to me. I 
release you once for all from any such 
obligations." 

The surprise in Arthur's face became 
a little more marked now ; so far, how- 
ever, he was not really roused. 

" You seem to be in rather a peculiar 
humour, to-day. Appearances ! Heart ! 
Really, Eugenie, I should not have ex- 
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pected to find such romantic illusions in 
you of all people." 

An expression of deep bitterness passed 
over her features. 

" I took leave of all illusions in life 
when I promised you my hand. You and 
your father were bent on uniting your 
name with that of Windeg, which is old 
and noble. You thought, by doing so, 
you would obtain those honours and that 
society from which you had hitherto been 
shut out. Well, you have gained your 
end. For the future, I must sign myself 
Bugdnie Berkow !" 

She laid a most contemptuous stress on 
the last word. Arthur had risen; he 
seemed to understand at last that this 
was something more than a bride's ca- 
price, called forth, possibly, by his negli- 
gence during the journey. 

" You certainly do not seem to like the 
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name much. Until to-day, I had no idea 
that, in taking it, you had yielded to 
constraint from your family, but I begin 
to think " 

" No one has constrained me !" inter- 
rupted Eugenie. " No one has even 
persuaded me. What I did, I did volun- 
tarily, with full consciousness of what I 
was undertaking. It was hard enough 
for them at home that I should be sacri- 
ficed for their sakes." 

Arthur shrugged his shoulders, it was 
plain from the expression of his face that 
the conversation was beginning to weary 
him. 

" I really do not imderstand how you 
can speak in such a tragic tone about a 
simple family arrangement. If my father, 
in making it, had other objects in view, 
I suppose the Baron's motives were not 
of a very romantic nature either, only he, 
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probably, had still more cogent reasons 
for approving of a marriage by which he 
certainly was not the loser." 

Eugenie started up, her eyes flashed, 
and a hasty movement of her arm threw 
the fragrant bouquet to the ground. 

'' And you dare to say that to me ? 
After what occurred before your suit was 
accepted ? I thought, at least, you would 
blush for it, if indeed you are still capable 
of blushing." 

The young man's languid, half -closed 
eyes opened suddenly, large and full; 
there came a gleam into them, like a 
sudden spark shooting up from beneath 
dead ashes, but his voice retained its 
quiet matter-of-fact tone. 

*' First of all, I must beg of you to 
be a little clearer. I feel myself quite 
unable to make out these enigmatic 
speeches." 
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Eugenie crossed her arms with a rapid 
movement; her bosom heaved tumultu- 
ously. 

" You know, as well as I do, that we 
were on the brink of ruin. Whose the 
fault may have been, I cannot and will 
not decide. It is easy to throw stones at 
one who is struggUng with adversity. 
When a man has inherited estates over- 
burdened with debt, when he has to 
maintain the repute of an old name, to 
keep up a position in society, and to 
assure his children's future, he cannot 
amass money as you do in your industrial 
world. You have always had gold to 
throw away, your every wish has been 
forestalled, every whim gratii&ed. I have 
tasted all the misery of an existence, 
which, wearing of necessity the outward 
mask of splendour, was every day, every 
hour, drawing nearer inevitable ruin. 
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Perhaps we might yet have escaped, if 
we had not fallen precisely into Berkow's 
nets. He fairly forced his help on us at 
first, forced it upon us until he had got 
everything into his hands, until we, pur- 
sued, entrapped, despairing, literally knew 
not which way to turn. Then he came 
and claimed my hand for his son as the 
sole price of deliverance. Rather than 
offer me up, my father would have braved 
the worst, but I would not see him sacri- 
ficed, his whole career destroyed, I would 
not have my brother's future blighted, 
our name dishonoured, so I gave my 
consent. Not one of my family knew 
what it cost me ! — but, if I sold myself, I 
can answer for it to God, and to my 
conscience. You, who lent yourself to 
be the tool of your father's base designs, 
have no right to reproach me ; my 
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motives were at least nobler than 
yours 

She paused, overcome by her emotion. 
Her husband still stood motionless before 
her ; there was the same slight pallor on 
his face as had been visible at noon, when 
the danger was just overpast, but his eyes 
were veiled once more. 

" I regret that you did not make these 
disclosures to me before our marriage," 
said he, slowly. 

" Why ?" 

"Because you would not then have in- 
curred the humiliation of signing yourself 
Eugenie Berkow." 

The young wife was silent. 

" I had not the slightest suspicion of 
these — these manipulations on my father's 
part," continued Arthur, "for my habit 
is in no way to interfere with his business 
concerns. He said to me one day, that if 



7-2 SUCCESS : 



I chose to sue for the hand of Baron 
Windeg's daughter, my proposal would 
be accepted. I agreed to the plan, and I 
was formally presented to you, our be- 
trothal following a few days later. That 
is my share of the business." 

Eugenie turned away. 

" I would rather have had a plain 
avowal of your complicity than this 
fable," she said coldly. 

Again the man's eyes opehed wide, and 
again that strange light gleamed in them, 
ready to kindle into flame, but ever anew 
quenched by the ashes. 

" It seems, I stand so high in my wife's 
estimation, that my words do not even 
find credence with her?" said he, this 
time with a decided touch of bitter- 
ness. 

Eugenie's fair face expressed the most 
sovereign contempt, as she turned it 
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towards her husband, and she answered 
slightingly : 

"You really must excuse me, Arthur, 
for not* meeting you in a spirit of perfect 
confidence. Until the day you entered 
our house for the first time on an errand 
I understood but too well — ^until then, I 
had known you only through the city 
gossip, and it " 

" Drew no flattering portrait of me ? 
That I can well believe. Will you not 
have the goodness to tell me what people 
were pleased to say of me in town ?" 

She raised her large eyes and looked 
him steadily in the face. 

" People said that Arthur Berkow only 
made so princely a display, only threw 
away thousands upon thousands, in order 
to buy the favour of the young nobility 
and the right to associate with them, 
hoping that his own humble birth would 
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thus be forgotten. People said that in 
the wild, dissipated doings of a certain 
set, he was the wildest, the most dis- 
sipated of all. As to some of the other 
reports, it would ill become me as a 
woman to pronounce upon them." 

Arthur's hand still rested on the 
back of the arm-chair, on which he 
was leaning; during the last few 
seconds it had buried itself involun- 
tarily deeper and deeper in the silken 
cushions. 

" And you naturally do not think it 
worth while to attempt to reclaim this 
lost sinner, on whom sentence has been 
passed without appeal?" 

" No." 

She spoke this ' No' in a freezing tone. 
The young man's face twitched a little as 
he drew himself up quickly. 

'' You are more than sincere ! Never 
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mind, it is an advantage to know exactly 
on what footing we are to be together, 
for together we must remain for a time, 
at all events. The step we took yester- 
day cannot be recalled immediately, with- 
out exposing us both to ridicule. If you 
provoked this scene with a view to 
showing me, that though my presumption 
had won your hand, yet I must learn to 
hold myself at a respectful distance from 
the Baroness Windeg — and I fear this 
was your sole object — ^you have gained 

your end, but ," here Arthur relapsed 

into his old languid manner, *' but I beg 
of you, let this be the first and last con- 
versation of the kind between us. I 
detest everything which resembles a scene ; 
my nerves really will not bear them, and 
it is always possible to regulate one's 
life without any such useless excitement. 
And now I think I shall best meet your 
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wishes by leaving you alone. Allow me 
to wish you good evening." 

He took up from the sideboard a silver 
candelabra, in which lights were burning, 
and left the room. Outside the threshold 
he stopped a moment and turned to look 
back. The gleam in his eyes was no 
longer faint, it blazed up for one second 
clear and bright ; then all grew dull 9,nd 
lifeless once more, but the candles flared 
unsteadily as he crossed the ante-room, 
possibly from the current of air, or was 
it because the hand which carried them 
shook a little ? 

Eugenie remained alone. She drew a 
deep breath of relief as the portiere fell 
behind her husband. As though needing 
some fresh air after so painful a scene, 
she drew the curtains back, half opened 
the window, and, stepping on to the 
balcony, looked out at the balmy spring 
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evening. The stars shone faintly through 
the thin transparent clouds which veiled 
the heavens, and the landscape without 
looked indistinct and shadowy, for the 
deep twilight had already fallen, clothing 
it on all sides with its dusky garment. 
The flowers on the terrace below filled the 
air with their fragrance, and the low 
splash of the fountains came refreshingly 
to the ear. Peace and rest were every- 
where — everywhere but in the heart of 
the young wife, who, to-day, for the first 
time, had crossed the threshold of her 
new home. 

It was over at last, the dumb torturing 
struggle of the last two months, through 
which she had been supported by the pain 
and by the ardour of the fight itself. For 
heroic natures there is something grand 
in the idea of giving up one's whole 
future for others, of buying their salva- 



78 . SUCCESS : 




tion with the happiness of one's own life, 
of sacrificing one's self in their stead to 
an inexorable destiny. But now when 
the sacrifice was made, when deliverance 
had been secured, when there was nothing 
left to fight for, and nothing to overcome, 
now all the romantic glamour, which filial 
love had hitherto woven round Eugenie's 
resolve, faded away, and she began to 
feel deeply the cold desolation of the life 
before her. 

The breezy, balmy air of the spring 
evening seemed to stir in its depths all 
the long-repressed anguish of this young 
soul, which had demanded its share of 
love and happiness from life, and which 
had been so cruelly robbed of its lawful due. 
She was young and beautiful, more beauti- 
ful than most, she was of a noble old race ; 
and the proud daughter of the Windegs * 
had ever adorned the hero of her youthful 
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dreams with all the brilliant chivalry of 
her forefathers. That he should be her 
equal in name and rank was a thing never 
questioned .... and now ? Had the 
husband, who had been forced upon her, 
possessed that energy and strength of 
character which she prized above every- 
thing in a man, she might, perhaps, have 
forgiven him his plebeian birth ; but this 
weakling, whom she had despised before 

she had known him Had the insults, 

which she, with fullest intent, had heaped 
upon him, and which would have stung 
any other man to fury, even roused him 
from his apathetic indifference ? Had this 
apathy of his been shaken even for one 
moment by the open expression of her con- 
tempt ? Another, a stranger, must throw 
himself before the maddened animals this 
morning, at the risk of being trampled to 
death by them. 
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Before Eugenie's mental vision rose 
the face of her deliverer with its defiant 
blue eyes and bleeding forehead. Her 
husband did not even know whether this 
man's wound were dangerous, whether it 
might not prove mortal, yet both he and 
she must have perished but for that 
energetic, lightning-like deed. 

She sank back into a seat and hid her 
face in her hands. All that she had 
suffered and fought against for months 
pressed in on her now with tenfold power, 
and found utterance in the one despairing 
cry, " My God ! my God ! how shall I 
bear this life ?" 



CHAPTER V. 

TTBRR BERKOWS very extensive 
■*-^ mining works lay at some distance 
from tlie capital, in one of the remoter 
provinces. The neighbom'ing country 
offered no great attractions. Hills, and 
nothing but hills ; for miles around only 
the uniform dark green of the pines, 
which clothed alike the heights and 
valleys; buried in their midst occasional 
villages and hamlets, and, here and there, 
a farm or a country-house. But the soil 
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up in these parts could not yield much. 
The treasures of the land lay hidden 
under the earth, and therefore was it 
that all the life and activity of the neigh- 
boiu'hood congregated to the Berkow 
estates, where operations on a magnifi- 
cent scale were carried on for bringing 
these treasures forth to the light of 
day. 

The estates were rather isolated and 
cut off from the great lines of communi- 
cation, for the nearest town was some 
miles distant ; but the great labyrinth of 
buildings, store and dwelling-houses, which 
had sprung up in these quiet valleys 
with all their busy life and movement, 
formed almost a town in itself. Every 
appliance which industry or science could 
suggest, every assistance which machinery 
and men's hands could afford, was here 
brought into play to wring its treasures 
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from the reluctant earth. A perfect host 
of ofl&cials, of engineers, inspectors, and 
superintendents, all under the control of 
the Director, formed a colony apart, and 
the men, to be counted by several 
thousands, only a small minority of 
whom could be lodged on the spot, 
lived in the adjacent villages. 

The undertaking which, from a very 
insignificant beginning, had only been 
raised by the present proprietor to the 
vast proportions it had now attained, 
seemed almost too great for the means of 
any private individual. A gigantic capital 
was indeed needed to keep it on foot ; it 
was by far the most important enterprise 
of the sort in the province, and took the 
lead, therefore, in its branch of industry. 
This settlement with its unlimited forces 
of machinery and hand-labour, with its 
establishments and dwelling-houses, with 
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its ofl&cials and working-men, formed a 
state in itself, and its master was as 
sovereign a lord as any ruler of a small 
principality. 

It was somewhat surprising that a man 
at the head of such an undertaking should 
have hitherto failed to obtain a distinction 
for which he had striven, and which had 
been granted to others who had done less 
for the industry of the country. But 
whenever the decision on such matters 
emanates directly from a very high quarter, 
the character and conduct of the candidate 
for honours come into question. It was 
so here. Berkow enjoyed but Uttle sym- 
pathy in the leading circles of society; 
there were so many dark spots in his 
past life, which his riches could veil, but 
not altogether efface. He had certainly 
never come into open conflict with the 
law, but he had often enough drawn very 
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near those confines where the law's action 
makes itself felt. It was even averred 
by many that his operations in the dis- 
tant province, on however grand a scale 
they might be, were yet not altogether 
exemplary. 

Much was said of an unscrupulous 
system of working, which aimed only 
at increasing the proprietor's wealth, and 
took no heed of the ill or well-being of 
those human agents impressed into its 
service, of arbitrary encroachments on the 
part of the officials, of a low ferment of 
discontent among the hands. But, after 
all, these were only reports, the settle- 
ment itself lay too far off for them to 
be verified ; on the other hand, the fact 
remained certain that it proved an almost 
inexhaustible source of wealth to its 
owner. 

Everyone was forced, indeed, to con- 
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fess that this man's perseverance, tenacity, 
and industrial genius, were at least equal 
to his unscrupulousness. Sprung originally 
from a very low condition, tossed hither 
and thither by the waves of Ufe, he had 
at last succeeded in gaining a point of 
vantage, and now for some years had 
enjoyed the undisputed position of a 
millionaire. In fact, fortune had latterly 
seemed to follow in his footsteps; each 
time he put her to the test, she remained 
faithful to him, and the most precarious 
transaction, the most hazardous specula- 
tion would invariably succeed if his hand 
were but at the helm. 

Berkow had become a widower early 
in life, and had never re-married. To 
his restless mind, always bent upon the 
chances of gain, home-ties seemed more 
of a chain than a consolation. His only 
son and heir had been brought up in the 
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capital, and nothing had been spared for 
his education in the way of tutors, pro- 
fessors, visits to the University, and 
home and foreign travel. But as for any 
peculiar preparation for his calling as 
the future head and leader of a great 
industrial enterprise, such a thing was 
not thought of. 

Herr Arthur showed a decided distaste 
for learning anything beyond the usual 
fashionable curriculum, and his father 
was muoh too weak, and much too vain 
of the brilliant r61e his son was playing — 
to support which he himself cheerfully 
paid — ever to insist upon a more thorough 
course of study. If it came to the worst, 
there were always capable men enough 
to be had whose technical and commercial 
knowledge could be. secured at a high 
salary. So the young heir came but once 
a year to his possessions in the far-off 
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province, while his father, though he 
took up his residence occasionally in the 
capital, still retained the superintendence 
of the whole concern. 

The young couple had not been spe- 
cially favoured by the weather during 
their visit to the country. The sun 
showed itself but rarely this spring-time ; 
after many rainy days it shone out at 
last, however, as if to greet the Sunday. 
The shafts were empty and the vorks at 
rest; but in spite of the Sabbath calm 
and the smiling sunshine, something of 
the gloomy monotonous character of the 
country seemed to weigh on the whole 
colony. 

No attempt at embellishment, no atten- 
tion to the convenience of the inhabitants 
was noticeable in the buildings connected 
with the industry of the place, or in 
the dwelling-houses; they were all con- 
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structed on a strictly utilitarian principle. 
That a due sense of the beautiful was 
not wanting to the proprietor, his own 
house sufficiently attested. Care had 
been taken to build it at a suitable 
distance from the works, and so that it 
should command a full view over the 
wooded hills. Within and without it 
was fitted up and decorated in so luxu- 
rious a style as to be almost princely, 
and with its balconies, terraces and 
flower gardens, it looked like an oasis of 
fragrance and poetry lying in the midst 
of this busy region. 

In the immediate neighbourhood of 
the shafts stood the cottage of Hartmann, 
the Manager. Its appearance plainly 
showed that the occupant enjoyed a posi- 
tion of peculiar privilege, and so indeed 
it was. In his youth the sturdy miner 
had married a girl in the service of the 
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late Frau Berkow, and a special favourite 
of her mistress. Even after her mar- 
riage the young woman preserved some- 
thing of her old relations with her former 
employers, and so it came to pass that 
her husband was favoured and preferred 
in every way, advanced from post to 
post, and finally even promoted to be 
working-manager. These relations and 
these favours ceased, it is true, at Frau 
Berkow's death; the widower was not 
the man to trouble himself about former 
members of his household, and when 
Hartmann's wife also died shortly after- 
wards, the old connection came altogether 
to an end. 

But from that time forth, the Manager 
had cherished a strong devotion to the 
Berkow family, to whose support he 
owed his present position so devoid of 
care, whereas, without it, he would pro- 
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bably, like so many of his comrades, 
never have got beyond the laborious, 
poorly-paid work in the mines. Several 
years ago he had brought home his 
sister's orphan-child, Martha Ewers, and 
now she admirably filled the place of 
mistress of his house. As for the fulfil- 
ment of his secret desire that she and 
his son should come together as man 
and wife, there seemed so far but small 
prospect of it. 

On this particular Sunday morning, 
the cottage, formerly so peaceful, had 
been the scene of one of those excited 
discussions which unhappily had ceased 
to be uncommon between father and son. 
The Manager, standing in the middle of 
the room, was declaiming violently at 
Ulric, who had just returned from the 
Director's house, and now leaned, silent 
and morose, against the door. Martha, 
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stood a little apart, watching the strife 
with unconcealed anxiety. 

" Was such a thing ever heard of !" 
stormed the old man. " Have you not 
enemies enough up yonder, that you must 
set to work to hunt up more ? A sum 
of money is offered to my gentleman 
there, large enough to begin housekeep- 
ing upon, and he sets his obstinate head 
against it, and says * No I' without more 
ado ! But what do you care about house- 
keeping and the like? Much you think 
of taking a wife! To bury yourself in 
your newspapers when you come home 
from work ; to sit up half the night over 
your books, and stuff your head full of 
that new-fangled nonsense which an ho- 
nest miner has no need to know anything 
about ; to play the lord and master among 
your mates, so that soon we shall not 
have to ask the Director, but Herr Ulrio 
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Hartmann, what is to be done upon the 
works — ^that is all that pleases you. And 
when, for once in a way, we are reminded 
that, after all, we are nothing more as 
yet than a Deputy, then we talk of * not 
taking payment,' and throw it back in 
our employers' faces. I should think if 
any one ever really earned money, it was 
you that day.'* 

Ulric had listened in silence so far, 
but at the last few words he stamped his 
foot angrily. 

" Once for all, I will have nothing to 
do with the set up there. I have told 
them that I want no payment for my 
^ courageous act ,' which they make such a 
fuss about, and 111 take none, so there's 
an end of it." 

The Manager's anger flamed out again ; 
he was just beginning a still sharper re- 
monstrance when Martha interrupted him. 
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" Let him be, uucle," said she shortly ; 
" he is right." 

The old man, quite disconcerted at this 
unlooked for interference, stared at her 
open-mouthed. 

*' Oh! he is right, is he?" he repeated 
grimly. " I might have been sure you 
would take his part !" 

" TJlric is angry that they should have 
tried to pay their debt through the 
Director, without giving themselves any 
further trouble about the matter," con- 
tinued the girl firmly, " and it was not 
seemly. If Herr Berkow had spoken to 
him himself, and said just one word of 
thanks . . . But he indeed ! he troubles 
himself about nothing on earth. He 
always looks as if he were half asleep, 
and as if it cost him the most dreadful 
effort even to look at one; and when, 
for a wonder, he is not really asleep, he 
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lies all day long on a sofa and stares at 
the ceiling ..." 

" Let the young master alone !" broke 
in the Manager hastily. " All that lies 
at his father's door. From his childhood, 
Herr Berkow has given way to all his 
wishes, and encouraged him in his faults. 
He used to tell him constantly how rich 
he would be one day, and to send away 
the tutors and servants it they would not 
obey the youngster. Later on, when he 
grew older, he was only to associate with 
counts and barons. Money was handed 
over to him in heaps, and the madder 
his way of life was, the better his father 
was pleased. How could a young lad 
like that keep his own goodness of heart ? 
For a good heart he had, young Arthur, 
as to that no one shall say me nay 1 I 
ought to know, for I have ridden him often 
on my knee — ^and he had some feeling 
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too. I remember well when he had to 
go away to town after his mother's death, 
how he clung to me and cried bitterly, 
so tl^at they could not get him away, 
though Herr Berkow was begging, and 
coaxing, and promising him everything in 
the world. I had to carry him to the 
carriage myself. No doubt, when he 
had been in the city a while with all 
those bonnes and masters, it was diffe- 
rent ; next time he just gave me his 
hand, and since then he has always 
grown prouder and Cooler, until now — " 
an expression of pain passed over the 
old man's face, but he shook off the 
weakness quickly, and went on. " Well ! 
it does not matter much to me, but I do 
not like to hear you rail at him, whenever 
you get a chance, especially Ulric, who has 
a downright hatred to him. If that ob- 
stinate fellow had had as much of his 
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own way, and some thousands to spend 
into the bargain, I should like to know 
what he would have grown into ! Nothing 
good, that is certain." 

" Perhaps something worse, father,** 
said Ulric, curtly, " but he would not have 
grown into a milksop like that, you may 
take my word for it/* 

The conversation, which again seeme^l 
taking a critical turn, was now for- 
tunately brought to an end. There came 
a knock at the door, and a servant, in the 
rich and eomewhat over-decorated livei^' 
of the Berkow family, entered without 
waiting for an invitation, and greeted the 
Manager with a " Good-day /' 

" Her ladyship sent me or&. I am to 
tell your Ulric — oh ! th^ere you are, Hait- 
mann ! Her ladyship wishes to speak 
to you; I aan to say she will expect 
you ov«* ih&re at seven o*cloci flhaxy." 

VOL. L B 
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" Me ?'* 
•* Ulric ?" 



These two exclamations were uttered 
by the old man and his son, in a tone of 
equal surprise; as to Martha, she stood 
looking at the man in blank astonishment. 
He continued equably : 

" There must have been something up 
between you and the Director, Hartmann. 
He was with her ladyship quite early 
to-day, though, in a usual way, she does 
not trouble herself about the gentlemen's 
business matters, and I was sent off to 
you at full speed. There is plenty to do 
up at the house, I assure you; all the 
gentlemen from the works are invited to 
dinner, and there are all sorts of grandees 

coming out from the town too 

But I have not a moment's time. Be 
punctual, seven o'clock, just after 
dinner." 
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The man seemed really in a hmry ; he 
nodded shortly, by way of adieu to all 
present, and went. 

" There !" burst forth the Manager. 
" They know already of your ridiculous 
refusal up there. Now look to your- 
self to find a way of settling the 
business." 

"Shall you go, Ulric ?" quickly and 
eagerly asked Martha, who had remained 
silent so far. 

" What are you thinking of, child ?" 
scolded her uncle. " Do you suppose he 
can say no again, when the mistress 
sends expressly for him. But you and 
he would both be capable of it, really !" 

Martha did not attend to this speech. 
She drew nearer her cousin, and laid her 
hand on his arm. 

" Shall you go ?" she repeated in a 
low tone. 

H 2 
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Ulric stood looking darkly at the 
ground, as though a struggle were going 
on within him. Presently he threw back 
his head hastily. 

*^ Certainly I shall. I should be glad 
to know what her ladyship can be pleased 
to want with me now, after passing a 
whole week without once taking the 
trouble to inquire " 

He stopped short, as if he felt he 
had said too much. Martha's hand slid 
from his arm, and she stepped back, but 
the Manager said with a sigh, 

" Well, Heaven save us, if you go 
behaving in that way up yonder ! To 
make things worse, old Berkow came 
down yesterday evening. If you two 
get together, your time here as Deputy 
is over, and mine as Manager will 
not be long. I know the master 
weU !" 
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A contemptiiOTis expression played about 
the youBg man's lips. 

" Make your mind easy, father. They 
know how fond you are of the ' family,' 
and wliat trouble your unnatural son 
causes you. He won't even bow down to 
his betters ! No one will quarrel with 
you, and I ,'' here Ulric drew him- 
self up to his full height, in defiant 
self-assertion, "I shall stay on here 
for a time, at least. They dare not 
send me away, they are far too much 
afraid of me." 

He turned his back on his father 

pushed open the door, and walked out. 

The Manager clapped his hands together 

and was about to send another thunder- 

ing reproof after his rebellious son, but 

Martha stopped him, by again, and still 

more decidedly this time, taking Ulric' 

paxt. Tired of the strife at last, thi 
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old man caught hold of his pipe, and 
prepared to go out likewise. 

"Hark ye, Martha," said he, turning 
round in the doorway. " I can see this 
^J you. There is no rebel living but can 
be over-matched. You have found your 
master in Ulric, and he will find his, 
too, as sure as my name is Gotthold 



Hartmann ! 



5J 




CHAPTER VI. 

II f" BAN WHILE preparations were being 
■^^ made up at the great house for the 
grand dirner which was to take place 
that day. Servants ran up and down- 
stairs, cooks and maids bustled about 
the kitchens and pantries. There was 
everywhere something to be attended 
to, some alteration to be made, and the 
whole house offered that appearance of 
busy unrest which usually precedes a 
festivity. 

The qtiiet reigning in young Berkow's 
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rooms seemed even greater by the con- 
trast. The curtains were let down, the 
portieres closed, and in the adjoining 
apartments, the servants glided noise- 
lessly about over the thick carpets, 
putting everything in order. Their 
master was accustomed to dream away 
the greater part of the day, lying at 
full length on his sofa, and le did not 
care to be disturbed by even the 
slightest noise. 

The young heir lay, with half-closed 
eyes, stretched on a divan. He held a 
book in his hand, which he was, or 
rather had been, reading, for the same 
page had remained long open before 
him ; probably he had found tbe trouble 
of turning the leaves too great. Pre- 
sently, the book fell from his negligent 
hold, and slipped from his lonp delicate 
fingers on to the floor. It TVould not 
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have been a great exertion to stoop 
and pick it up, still less to call for 
that purpose the busy servants near at 
hand, but he did neither. The book 
lay on the carpet, and Arthur passed 
the next quarter of an hour without 
changing his position or moving in the 
slightest degree. His face showed suflGl- 
ciently that he was not meditating on 
what he had read, he was not even day- 
dreaming; he was simply feeling himself 
unutterably bored. 

The somewhat ruthless opening of a 
door which led from the corridor into the 
neighbouring room, and the sound of a loud 
imperious voice within, put an end to 
this interesting state of things. The elder 
Berkow asked if his son were still there, 
and, on receiving a reply in the aflSrma- 
tive, he sent the servant away, pushed 
back the heavy portieres, and entered the 
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inner room. His countenance was flushed 
as though from vexation or anger, and 
the cloud resting on his brow grew 
darker as he caught sight of Arthur. 

" So you are still lying on that sofa, 
just as you were three hours ago !" 

Arthur was not accustomed, it seemed, 
to show his father even the outward forms 
of respect. He had taken no notice of 
his entrance, and it did not now occur to 
him to modify the extreme negligence of 
his attitude. 

The lines on his father's brow grew 
deeper still. 

" Your apathy and indolence really 
begin to pass belief. It is even worse 
here than in town. I hoped you would 
conform to my wishes, and take some 
interest in the success of a concern 
which was started solely on your account, 
but " 
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'' Grood Heavens, Sir !" said the young 
man, " you do not want me to trouble 
myself about workmen and machinery, 
and such things, do you ? I never have 
done so, and I can't, for my life, compre- 
hend why you should have sent us here 
of all places. I am nearly bored to death 
in this wilderness." 

He spoke languidly, but quite in the 
tone of a spoilt darling, accustomed every- 
where, and under all circumstances, to 
see his caprices taken into account, and 
to whom even the suggestion of anything 
unpleasant was an offence. Something 
must have happened, however, to irritate 
his father too much for him to yield this 
time, as was his custom. He shrugged 
his shoulders impatiently. 

'* I am pretty well used to your being 
bored to death in every place and in all 
company, whilst I have to bear all the care 



i 



io8 SUCCESS : 

and burden alone. Just now, worries 
are coming in upon me on all sides. It 
cost sacrifices enough to free the Windegs 
from their obligations, and here I find 
nothing but vexation and disagreeables 
without end. I have had a meeting this 
morning of aU the superior officials with 
the Director at their head, and I was 
forced to listen to complaints, and nothing 
but complaints. Extensive repairs in the 
shafts — ^increase of wages — ^new ventila- 
tors. Nonsense I as if I had* time and 
money for that now !" 

Arthur listened without any show of 
sympathy ; if his face expressed anything, 
it was the desire he felt that his father 
would go away. But the latter was not 
so obliging; he began to pace up and 
down the room. 

" This comes of trusting to one's 
agents and their reports ! For the last 
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six months I have not been here in 
person, and everything is going to the 
deuce. They talk of a ferment of dis- 
content among the hands, of grave 
symptoms and danger threatening, as if 
they had not full authority to draw the 
reins as tight as they choose. A cer- 
tain Hartmann is pointed out to me as 
chief agitator. He is looked upon by the 
other miners as a sort of Messiah, and he is 
secretly stirring up the whole works to 
revolt. When I ask why, in Heaven's 
name, they have not sent the fellow about 
his business long ago, what answer do I 
get ? They dare not ! So far, he has 
given no grounds for dissatisfaction on 
the score of his work, and his comrades 
fairly worship him. There would be a 
strike on the works, if he were sent away 
without sufficient motive. I took the 
Uberty of telling these gentlemen that 
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ther were a set «f nicciid liKunes. aiad that I 
would take the tbms!: mto haond hqts^. 
The shafts wiD remain as ther a]ne« aiad 

m 

as to the qnesocHHt of wagies;, not aim iota 
ci difference shaD be made in thtooL The 
kast attempt at a lism^ wiD be m^ with 

the utmost sereritT, and I shaM dis- 
imiiss nhe pSottio'-iD-cluef mrsiatf nMs T-anr 

^ Toot can't dothat^ Sir!^ said JLinLh;aur 

sstddesnilhr. half raisin:Sf hbnsi^ <£»t t^ 

Berk'?w stood still in snurprise. 

^Btcmase tt was preeistJk tfei? Hart- 
manm who stoypei oour h^^>lr^la^ aasi sairei 
nas fir>Mai Ocrtaui]^ d^eath/' 

His fathier nimtieTted an e^K-ibiSCJiti.^isi of 
siq)|wr^t5<5ied wr:3iiLfcL. 

'^ The devi! ! it Eatuist Jiisr bie- rkit 
feltow! Xo^ then. cermnlT we cannot 
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send him off at a minute's notice, we 
must wait for an opportunity. By the 
by, Arthur," with a displeased look at 
his son, "it was rather too bad that I 
should have to hear of that accident from 
a stranger. You did not think it worth 
while to write a syllable to me about it." 

"Why should I?" returned the young 
man, resting his head wearily on his 
hand. " The thing was happily over, and, 
besides, they have nearly worn the life 
out of us up here with their sympathy, 
their congratulations, their questions, and 
their palaver about it. I do not think 
one's life is so valuable, it is worth 
making such a fuss about its being 
saved." 

" You don't think it is ?" said the 
father, looking keenly at him. " I should 
have thought, as you were only married 
the day before " 



112 SUCCESS: 



Arthur answered only with a shrug. 
Berkow's eyes rested on him with a still 
more searching gaze. 

" As we are on the subject — ^what is all 
this between you and your wife ?'* asked 
he, all at once, without anything by way 
of preface. 

" Between me and my wife ?" repeated 
Arthur, as though trying to remember 
who was meant. 

*^ Yes, between you two. I expect to 
take by surprise a newly-married pair in 
their honeymoon, and I find a state of 
things here which I should never have 
supposed possible. You ride out alone, 
and she drives alone. You never go near 
each other's rooms, and when you are 
together, you have not half-a-dozen words 
to say to one another. What does it all 
mean ?" 

The younger man had risen now, 
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and was standing opposite his father, 
but he had not thrown off his sleepy 
look. 

" You seem to have mastered the 
details thoroughly, Sir," said he. " You 
could hardly have learnt them all in the 
half hour we spent together yesterday 
evening. Have you been questioning the 
servants ?" 

" Arthur !" Berkow's anger'was break- 
ing forth, but the habit of indulgence 
towards his son made him overlook this 
great offence. He forced himself to be 
calm. 

" It appears you are not accustomed 
up here to the fashionable way of doing 
things," continued Arthur, quite undis- 
turbed. " Now, in regard to this, we 
are eminently aristocratic. You know. 
Sir, you are so fond of all that is 
aristocratic !" 
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" Leave your jests 1" said Berkow, im- 
patiently. " Is it your pleasure, too, that 
your wife should allow herself to ignore 
you in a way which is already the talk of 
the whole place ?'' 

" I leave her free, that is, to do 
as she likes, just as I intend to do 
myself." 

Berkow started up from his seat. 

" This is really going too far ! Arthur, 
you are " 

"Not like you, Sir!" interrupted the 
young man. "I, at least, should never 
have forced a girl into giving her consent 
by threatening her with her father's re- 
cognizances." 

The colour faded suddenly from Ber- 
kow's face, and he stepped back involun- 
tarily, asking in an unsteady voice, 

" What — ^what do you mean ?" 

Arthur drew himself up erect, and 
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some animation came into his eyes as lie 
fixed them on his father. 

" Baron Windeg was ruined, that every- 
one knew. Who ruined him ?'' 

" How should I know ?" asked Berkow, 
ironically. " His extravagance, his love 
of playing the grand seigneur when he 
was head over ears in debt, was cause 
enough. He would have been lost without 
my help." 

" Indeed ? So you had no ulterior 
object in view when you gave him your 
help ? The Baron was never offered the 
alternative of surrendering his daughter, 
or of preparing to meet the worst ? He 
decided voluntarily upon this mar- 
riage ?" 

Berkow laughed, but his laughter was 
forced. 

" Of course. Who has been telling you 
anything to the contrary ?" But, in spite 
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of. his tone of assurance, his look fell. 
This man had probably never yet lowered 
his eyes when reproached with an unscru- 
pulous act, but he could not meet his 
son's gaze on this occasion. A bitter 
expression passed over the young man's 
face; if he had had any doubt hitherto, 
he knew enough now. 

After the pause of a second, he renewed 
the conversation. 

" You know that I never had any in- 
clination for marrying, that I only yielded 
to your incessant persuasion. Eugenie 
Windeg was as indifferent to me as any 
other woman. I did not even know her, 
but she was not the first who had been 
willing to give up her old name in 
exchange for wealth. At least, that was 
how I interpreted her consent, and that 
of her father. You never thought fit to 
inform me of that which preceded and 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 117 



followed my proposal. I had to hear 
of the barter ^ that had been made of 
us both from Eugenie's mouth. We will 
let that be. The thing is done, and can- 
not be undone ; but you can understand 
now that I shall avoid exposing myself 
to fresh humiliations. I have no wish 
to stand a second time before my wife, 
as I had to do the other evening, 
while she pom'ed out all her contempt 
for me and my father, and I — I could 
but listen in silence." 

Berkow had been dumb so far, and 
had half turned away, but at these 
last words he looked round at his 
son quickly with some astonishment. 

" I should not have believed that 
anything could irritate you so much," 
said he slowly. 

" Irritate ? Me ? You are mistaken, 
we did not reach the pitch of irrita- 
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tion. My lady- wife deigned from the 
first to mount on the high pedestal 
of her exalted virtues and of her 
noble descent, and I, who, in both 
respects, am equally unworthy, pre- 
ferred to admire her only from a 
distance. I should seriously advise you 
to do the same, that is, if ever 
you attain to the happiness of her 
society." 

He threw himself down on the sofa 
again with an air of contemptuous in- 
difference, but even in his sneer there 
was a touch of that irritation his father 
had noticed. Berkow shook his head, but 
the subject was too embarrassing, and the 
role he played towards his son in this 
business too painful for him not to seize 
the first opportunity of putting an end 
to the discussion. 

" We will talk it over again at a fitting 
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time/' said he taking out his watch hastily. 
" Let us have done for to-day. There 
are yet two good hours before the people 
arrive ; I am going over to the upper 
works. You will not come with me ?" 

"No," said Arthur, relapsing into in- 
dolence. 

Berkow made no attempt to use his 
authority. Perhaps, after such an inter- 
view, the refusal was not disagreeable to 
him. He went away, leaving the young 
man alone once more, and, with the re- 
newed stillness, all the latter' s apathy 
seemed to return to him. 

While the first bright spring day smiled 
on the world without, while the woods 
lay bathed in sunshine, and the sweet 
scent of the pines rose up from the hills, 
Arthur Berkow lay within in the darkened 
room, where the curtains were so carefully 
lowered, the portieres so closely drawn, 
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as thougli he alone were not created to 
enjoy the free mountain air, and the bright 
light of day. The air was too keen for 
him, the sun too dazzling. It blinded 
him to look out, and he said to himself 
that his nervous system was shaken 
beyond all description. The young heir, 
who had at his disposal all that life and 
this world can give, thought, as he had 
often thought before, that after all both 
the world and life are horribly empty, and 
that it is assuredly not worth while to 
have been born at all. 




CHAPTER VII. 

rpHE state dinner prepared with lavish 
-*- expense and on a most luxurious 
scale, was over at last. It had procured 
for Berkow one special triumph, inde- 
pendently of the pleasure he must have 
felt at seeing how numerous were the 
guests around him. The nobility of the 
neighbouring town, and its leading per- 
sonages in particular, had always been 
exclusive to the last degree. No member 
of it had condescended as yet to enter the 
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house of a parvenu, whose equivocal ante- 
cedents still shut him out from the highest 
circles of society ; but the invitations bear- 
ing the name of Eugenie Berkow, nee 
Baroness Windeg, had been universally 
accepted. She was, and would ever re- 
main, a scion of one of the most ancient 
and noble houses of the land. 

No one could or would wound her by a 
refusal, more especially as it had not 
remained a secret how she had been 
forced into this union. But, if the bride 
were to be met with fullest esteem and 
sympathy, her father-in-law, in whose 
house the dinner was given, could not 
possibly be treated otherwise than with 
politeness, and so this too came to 
pass. 

Berkow was jubilant ; he knew well that 
this was only the prelude to what must 
happen in the capital next winter. The 
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Baroness Windeg would certainly not be 
allowed to fall out of her sphere, because 
she had sacrificed herself to filial love. She 
would now, as hitherto, be looked on as an 
equal in spite of the plebeian name she bore. 
And touching this name, too, the object 
for which he had so long striven lay 
now, as he hoped, almost within his 
grasp. 

But if, on the one hand, the ambitious 
millionaire felt that he owed his daughter- 
in-law some thanks, notwithstanding that 
she had on this day mpre than ever assumed 
the airs of a princess, and had held her- 
self completely aloof from him and his, the 
behaviour of his son, on the other hand, 
surprised as much as it angered him. 
Arthur, who had been in the habit of 
associating exclusively with people of 
rank, seemed all at once to have lost all 
taste for such company. He was so ex- 
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tremely cool in his politeness towards his 
distinguished guests, he even maintained 
so studied a reserve towards the officers 
o£ the garrison, with whom, on previous 
visits, he had always been on a familiar 
footing, that he more than once approached 
those bounds which a host cannot overstep 
without giving offence. Berkow could not 
understand this new whim. What could 
possess his son ? Did he want to show 
his opposition to his wife by thus obviously 
avoiding her guests ? 

Those gentlemen from the town, who 
had ladies under their escort, started 
early on their return -journey, for the 
long rains had made the roads almost 
impracticable, and a drive of several hours 
in the darkness was not a thing to be 
desired. This gave the mistress of the 
house liberty to withdraw, and Eugenie 
at once availed herself of it, leaving the 
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reception-rooms and retiring to her own 
private apartments, while her husband 
and his father stayed with the remaining 
visitors. 

At the appointed hour, 131ric Hart- 
mann made his appearance. Since his 
early childhood, since Frau Berkow's 
death, when his parents' relations with 
the great house had altogether ceased, 
he had not been within its walls. Indeed, 
the master's chateau, with its surround- 
ing terraces and gardens was to the 
whole working-population a closed El- 
dorado, into which even the ofl&cials only 
gained occasional access when called thi- 
ther by some weighty matter o£ business, 
or by a special invitation. The young 
man walked through the lofty hall, lined 
on each side by flowering plants, up the 
carpeted stairs, and through the well- 
lighted corridors, imtil, in one of the 
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latter, he was received by the servant 
who had brought him the message in the 
morning. The man showed him into a 
room, saying : 

" Her ladyship will be here directly," 
and with this observation, shut the door 
and left him alone. 

Ulric looked round the large hand- 
somely decorated ante-room, the first of 
a long suite^ of apartments, . all of which 
were now completely empty. The guests 
were still assembled in the distant dining- 
room which looked out on the garden, 
but the emptiness and stillness of this 
part of the house made its splendour yet 
more impressive. The portieres were all 
drawn back, and Ulric could see through 
the long suite of handsome rooms, each 
one of which seemed to surpass the others 
in beauty. 

The thick, dark coloured velvet of the 
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carpets drank in the light, so to speak ; 
but it shone all the brighter on the richly 
gilt decorations of the walls and doors, 
on the silk and satin furniture, in the 
tall mirrors which reached to the ceiling 
and cast forth the reflection of it in a 
thousand brilliant rays, yes, even on 
the waxed floors bright and smooth as 
glass ; it set off to fuller advantage those 
pictures, statues and priceless vases with 
which the salons were so profusely orna- 
mented. All that wealth and luxury can 
give, was here brought together, and the 
effect was one which might well dazzle 
an eye accustomed to obscurity, and 
most at home in the dark mazes of the 
mine. 

But the sight, though it would cei- 
tainly have been confusing to any of his 
comrades, appeared to make no impres- 
sion on Ulric. His look glanced darkly 
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through the sparkling vista, but there 
was no admiration to be traced in it. 
Each costly thing which drew his atten- 
tion seemed to rouse up within him a 
feeling of enmity, and he suddenly turned 
his back on the glittering perspective, 
and gave a little vehement stamp with 
his foot on finding that there were no 
signs of any one as yet. Ulric Hartmann, 
clearly, was not the man to wait patiently 
in an ante-room, until such time as he 
could be conveniently received. 

At last something rustled behind him ; 
he turned round and took a step back 
involuntarily, for a few paces from him, 
just under the great chandelier, stood 
Eugenie Berkow. Up to this time he 
had seen her but once, on the day he 
had carried her from the carriage, and 
she then wore a travelling-dress of dark 
silk, whilst her face was shaded by her 
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hat and veil. Of that meeting he had 
preserved only one remembrance, that of 
the great dark eyes which had scanned 
his countenance so closely. 

Now — ah yes, indeed ! this was an ap- 
parition very different from any that had 
hitherto come within the young miner's 
sphere of vision. Over the white silk 
dress flowed a delicate white lace, which 
waved like a cloudlet round her tall and 
slender figure. Into these airy folds 
some roses seemed to have been wafted, 
and a wreath of roses encircled her blonde 
head, the shining tresses of which ri- 
valled in their soft brilliancy the pearls 
about her neck and arms. The blaze 
of the wax-lights fell full on this 
lovely picture so fitly framed by its 
surroundings. As she stood there, it 
seemed as though nothing ought to ap- 
proach her which had anything in common 
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with the ordinary life of this work-a-day 
world. 

But although Eugenie's whole appear- 
ance might betoken the high-born lady 
of fashion, that being the role which 
she had this evening exclusively played — 
her eyes showed plainly that she could 
be something else too. They lighted up 
now with a glad expression, as she caught 
sight of the young man, and she went up 
to him with quiet friendliness. 

" I am pleased that you came when I 
sent for you. I wanted to speak to you 
to cl^r up a misunderstanding. Come 
with me." 

She opened one of the side doors, and 
entered the adjoining room, followed 
by Ulric. It was her own boudoir, and 
separated her apartments beyond from 
the suite before mentioned — but what a 
contrast it was to the latter ! Here only 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 131 

a mellowed light streamed from the lamp 
over the tender blue draperies and hang- 
ings. The foot, bold enough there to 
tread, sank silently into the yielding 
carpet, and the caressing air was warm 
and balmy with the scent of flowers. 

Ulric stood on the threshold as if spell 
bound, though he was in general but 
little used to fits of shyness. Here all 
was so different to the dazzling rooms 
he had left, so much more beautiful, so 
dreamily still. The wrath, with which 
he had looked on all that splendour, had 
gone out from him ; in its place there 
stirred a something which he could not 
define, a something born of the gentle 
influences now so strangely surrounding 
him. But, in the next minute, a hot 
anger at this weakness burned up within 
him, he drew back instinctively as from 
some vaguely felt danger, and his whole 
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being rose up in inflexible hostility to 
this atmosphere of beauty and fragrance 
with all its seductive charm. 

Eugenie stopped, noticing with some 
surprise that the miner was not follow- 
ing her. She took a seat near the door, 
and her eyes scrutinized his face nar- 
rowly. The curly light hair entirely 
covered the still fresh scar, and the 
wound, which might well have proved 
dangerous to another man, had had but 
little effect on this powerful frame. Eu- 
genie sought for some trace of past 
suffering, but found none. Her first 
question related, however, to his injury. 

" So you have quite recovered ? Does 
the wound really give you no pain 
now ?" 

" No, my lady, it was not worth speak- 
ing about." 

Eugenie did not appear to remark the 
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short ungracious tone of the answer. She 
continued, speaking with the same kind- 
ness. 

" I heard, certainly, from the Director's 
mouth on the very next day that there 
was nothing to be apprehended, or we 
should have had you more thoroughly 
cared for. After his second visit to you, 
the Director assured me again that there 
was no question of any danger, and Herr 
Wilberg, whom I sent to your house on 
the day after the accident, brought me 
the same report.^' 

At the first words of her little speech 
Ulric had raised his eyes and fixed them 
on her face. His moody brow cleared 
slowly, and his voice had a gentler sound 
as he answered, 

" I did not know, my lady, that you 
had troubled yourself so much about it. 
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Herr Wilberg did not tell me he came 
from you, or " 

" Or you would have been rather more 
friendly to him," concluded Eugenie, a 
little reproachfully. "He complained of 
the brusque way in which you treated 
him that evening, yet he was so full of 
sympathy for you, and offered with such 
cheerful alacrity to procure me the news I 
wished for. What do you object to in 
Herr Wilberg ?" 

" Nothing — but he plays on the guitar 
and writes poetry." 

" That does not seem to be any special 
advantage in your eyes ;" said she, half- 
jesting, " and I hardly think you would 
be guilty of it, if you were to change 
places with him. But we will leave that ! 
It was for something else I sent for you. 
I hear," she played in rather an em^ 
barrassed way with her fan, . " I hear 
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from the Director that you have de- 
clined a mark of our gratitude, which 
he was commissioned to offer you from 



us." 



" Yes," Ubic assented briefly, without 
adding one word to soften the harsh 
monosyllable. 

'' I am sorry if the offer, or the way 
in which it was made, has offended you. 
Herr Berkow," — a faint flush overspread 
Eugenie's face as she uttered the untrutli 
— " Herr Berkow certainly intended per- 
sonally to express to you his thanks and 
mine. He was prevented from doing so, 
and therefore begged the Director to 
represent him. It would grieve me much 
if you were to see in that any proof of 
ingratitude or indifference on our part 
towards our deliverer. We both know 
how deeply we are in your debt, and you 
would hardly now refuse me, too, if I 
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were to beg you to receive from my 
hands " 

Ulric started up; the happy influence 
of her first words had been quite des- 
troyed by the close of her speech. His 
face had grown pale, when he guessed 
what was her object, and he broke out 
recklessly, 

" Let that matter be, my lady. If you 
offer me money, you too, 1 shall wish I 
had let the carriage go over with all that 
was in it !" 

Eugenie was a Uttle startled by this 
outbreak of that savage wildness for which 
Ulric Hartmann was feared by everyone 
about the works. Such a look and such 
a tone had certainly never been, addressed 
to Baron Windeg's daughter ; it was in- 
deed the first time she had been brought 
in contact with one belonging to the 
working-classes. She rose offended. 
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*' I do not wish to impose my thanks 
upon you. If the expression of them 
displeases you so much, I regret that I 
should have called you hither." 

She turned away and was about to 
leave the room, but the movement brought 
Ulric to his senses. He took one hasty 
step forwards. 

" My lady — I — forgive me ! I would 
not vex you for the world'!" 

Eugenie was struck by the passionate, 
remorseful tone. She stopped and looked 
at him, seeking in his face for the key to 
his strange conduct ; but his vehement cry 
for pardon had disarmed her. 

"You would not vex me?'' she re- 
peated, " but you do not mind how much 
you hurt other people's feelings by your 
ungracious ways? The Director's, for 
instance, and Herr Wilberg's ?" 

" No, I do not," returned Ulric, " no 
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more than they would mind hurting mine, 
if the case were reversed. There is no 
talk of friendliness between the officials 
and us." 

" No ?" asked Eugenie, in surprise. 
'' I did not know that the officials and 
the hands were on such bad terms, and 
Herr Berkow cannot suspect it either, 
or he would assuredly have tried to 
mediate." 

'' Herr Berkow," said Ulric, sharply, 
" has cared during the last twenty years 
for every possible thing on the works, 
except for the welfare of the hands 
employed, and so it will go on, until 
we begin caring a Uttle about him, and 
then — oh, my lady ! I was forgetting 
that you are his son's wife. Forgive 
me!" 

She was silent, a little confounded by 
his reckless plain-speaking. What she 
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now heard was, in truth, only what had 
often before been hinted in her presence 
about her father-in-law, but the terrible 
bitterness of these words made her feel 
all the depth of the gulf which lay 
between him and his subordinates. Who- 
ever brought an accusation against 
Berkow was sure beforehand of having 
his daughter-in-law's sympathy. Eugenie 
had herself had bitter proof of his un- 
scrupulousness, but she was sensible 
that, as his son's wife, she ought not 
to make this evident. If she noticed 
Hartmann's last speech at all, it must 
be to reprove him, and she preferred to 
let it pass. 

" So you will not accept any mark of 
our gratitude, not even from my hands ?" 
she began again, waiving the dangerous 
subject. " Well, then, I can do nothing 
but tender my thanks to the man who 
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saved me from certain death. Will you 
reject them, too? I thank you, Hart- 
mann I" 

She held out her hand to him. It 
lay only a few seconds, white and 
delicate as a flower, in the miner's strong 
work-hardened palm, but its touch sent a 
quiver through him. All the bitterness 
went out of his face, the threatening look 
from his eyes ; the defiant head was bent 
o^er her outstretched hand, and his fea- 
tures bore an expression of gentleness 
and submissiveness, which none of his 
superiors could ever boast of having seen 
on Ulric Hartmann's countenance. 

" Oh, you are giving audience here, 
Eugenie, and to one of our people !" 

Berkow's voice sounded behind them, 
as he opened the door at this moment, 
and came in, accompanied by his son. 
Eugenie drew back her hand and Ulric 
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stood up erect. As those tones met his 
ear, he resumed his characteristic atti- 
tude of silent hostility, which became even 
more marked, as Arthur exclaimed, with 
a sharpness, oddly contrasting with his 
habitual languid manner, 

" Hartmann, how do you come here ?'' 

" Hartmann ?" repeated Berkow, at- 
tracted by the name, and going up nearer. 
" Oh, here we have our friend the 
agitator, who " 

** Who stopped our horses when they 
were running away in their mad fright, 
and who was injured himself in saving 
our lives !" put in Eugenie, quietly, but 
very decidedly. 

" Ah, yes !" said Berkow, disconcerted 
by this reminder, and by his daughter- 
in-law's resolute look. "Yes, indeed, I 
heard of it, and the Director was telling 
me, that you and Arthur had already 
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given a proof of your sense of the 
obligation. The young man has come, 
no doubt, to express his thanks. I hope 
you were satisfied, Hartmann ?" 

The cloud rolled back on Ulricas brow 
blacker and more menacing than ever, 
and the reply, which hovered on his 
lips, would probably have brought down 
on him the most serious consequences. 
Eugenie stepped up to her prot^g^ and 
touched him lightly on the arm with 
her fan. The miner understood the warn- 
ing; he looked at her, saw the uncon- 
cealed anxiety in her eyes, and his hatred 
and defiance gave way once more. He 
answered quietly, almost coldly : 

'' Certainly, Herr Berkow, I am satis- 
fied with her ladyship's thanks." 

" I am glad of it," said Berkow, 
shortly. 

Ulric turned to Eugenie. 
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" I can go now, my lady ?" 

She bowed her head in silent assent. 
She saw but too plainly what constraint 
the man had to put on himself in order 
to remain quiet. With one slight move- 
ment of the head directed to the master 
and his son, a salutation evidently be- 
stowed with much reluctance, he left the 
room. 

" Well, I must confess that your pro- 
t^g^ has not very good manners," re- 
marked Berkow, with a sneer. " He 
takes leave in rather an off-hand way, 
and does not wait to be dismissed. 
But there, how can such people learn 
the proper way to behave ! Arthur, you 
seem to find something remarkably in- 
teresting in this Hartmann. I hope you 
have looked after him long enough ?" 

Arthur's eyes had indeed followed the 
miner with an intent gaze, and they 
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were still fixed on the door he had closed 
behind him. The young man's eyebrows 
were drawn together slightly, and his lips 
firmly set. At his father's remark, he 
turned round. 

The latter went up to his daughter- 
in-law, with a great show of polite- 
ness. 

'* I regret, Eugenie, that your com- 
plete ignorance of the state of things 
here should have led you to an act of 
excessive condescension. You, naturally, 
could have no idea of the part that 
fellow plays among his comrades, but 
he should, on no account, have been 
permitted to come to this house, much 
less to enter your boudoir, even under 
the pretext of returning thanks for a 
present." 

The lady had seated herself, but there 
was a look on her face which made it 
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seem advisable to her father-in-law to 
remain standing, instead of taking a 
place at her side as he at first intended. 
She compelled him too, "to a^dmire her 
only from a distance." 

" I see, thej have only told you half 
the story," she answered, coolly. " May 
I ask when you last spoke to the 
Director ?" 

" This morning, when I learned from 
him that he had been commissioned to 
hand over to Hartmann a sum, which 
I, by the way, consider much too large. 
It is quite a fortune to such people ! 
But I do not wish to lay any restrictions 
on you and Arthur, if you think it 
right to show your gratitude in this 
exaggerated way." 

" So you do not know that the 
young man has refused the money alto- 
gether ?" 

VOL. I. L 
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"Re — ^refused?" cried Berkow, start- 
ing back. 

" Refused r repeated Arthur. "Why?" 

" Probably because it offended him to 
be put off with a sum of money offered 
through a third person, while those whom 
he had saved did not think it worth 
their while to add even a word of thanks. 
I have made good this latter negligence, 
but I could not persuade him to accept 
the smallest thing. It does not seem as 
though the Director had managed the 
matter so ' admirably.' " 

Arthur bit his lip. He knew these 
words were meant for him, though they 
were spoken to his father. 

" It appears, then, you sent for him 
yourself ?" he asked. 
" Certainly." 

" I wish you had left it undone," 
said Berkow, somewhat irritated. " This 
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Hartmann is pointed out to me on all 
sides as the chief promoter of that re- 
volutionary spirit which I am about to 
meet with the utmost severity. I see 
now that too much has not been said 
about him. If this fellow dares to refuse 
such a sum, because it has not been 
paid to him with all the ceremony his 
mightiness demands, he may well be 
capable of anything. I must remind you, 
Eugenie, that there are certain considera- 
tions my daughter-in-law must keep in 
mind, even when she is giving a proof 
of her kind feeling." 

The old contemptuous look played 
about Bugfoie's lips. Remembering the 
compulsion to which she had been sub- 
jected, she felt but little disposed to 
yield to her father-in-law's wishes, and 
the bitter thought of it rising within 

L 2 
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her made her overlook the real justice 
of what he said. 

" I am sorry, Herr Berkow," she 
answered, icily, " that other considera- 
tions must have weight with me, besides 
any your daughter-in-law may be bound 
to regard. This was an exceptional case, 
and you must allow me to act on my 
own judgment in such matters both now 
and for the future." 

She was again every inch the Baroness 
Windeg, as she thus recalled the plebeian 
millionaire to his place; but whether the 
cause of dispute had angered him too 
much, or whether the wine, which had 
flowed so freely at dinner, had produced 
some little effect on him, he did not this 
times how her the same boundless respect, 
but answered with some heat, 

'' Really ? Well, then, I shall thank 
you to remember ," but he got no 
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further in his speech, for Arthur, who 
had remained in the background so far, 
taking no part in the conversation, stood 
up all at once at his wife's side, and 
said quietly, 

" I must beg you. Sir, to put an end 
to this unpleasant discussion. I have 
left Eugenie unlimited freedom of action, 
and I do not wish that anyone else should 
attempt to restrain it." 

Berkow looked at his son as though 
he had not heard aright. He was accus- 
tomed to see Arthur display the most 
passive indifference on all occasions, great 
and small, and was a|S much surprised by 
his son's interference as by this open 
championship. 

" You seem to have quite gone over to 
the opposition to-day," he returned in a 
jesting tone. " I shall do well to beat a 
retreat before such combined forces, par- 
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ticularly as I have some business matters 
to attend to still. I hope I may find you 
rather less disposed to quarrel to-morrow, 
Eugenie; and you, Arthur, somewhat 
more tractable than you have shown 
yourself to-day. I wish you both a 
good evening." 




fr — c~ 




CHAPTER VIII. 

TT7HEN Berkow left the room in 
^ ^ suppressed wrath, he had proba- 
bly no idea of the embarrassment his 
sudden departure would cause to the two 
who remained behind, an embarrassment 
they had not felt since the evening of 
their arrival, for never since then had 
they been alone together. They had 
met only in the presence of strangers, or 
at table when the servants were in con- 
stant attendance, and this unexpected 
t6te-a-t6te seemed equally unwelcome to 
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both. Arthur, no doubt, felt that he 
could not exactly follow on his father's 
heels; he must at least address a few 
words to his wife first, but several seconds 
passed before he made up his mind what 
to say, and when at last he was about to 
speak, Eugenie forestalled him. 

" You need not have come to my 
assistance," said she coldly. " I should 
have been able to vindicate my in- 
dependence and hold my own against 
' your father." * 

^^ I do not in the least doubt your 
independent spirit," answered Arthur 
in the same cool tone, " but I have mis- 
givings as to my father's delicacy. He 
was about to bring up a subject, the re- 
membrance of which I wished to spare 
both you and myself. That was the sole 
object of my interference." 

She was silent and leaned back in her 
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seat, while her husband, standing by the 
table, took up the fan that was lying 
there and examined its arabesques with 
an appearance of much interest. A 
second and more uncomfortable pause 
ensued, until at last he began again : 

" As to this business with Hartmann, 
I really do admire the self-abnegation 
you have shown in it. You, of all people, 
must feel a strong antipathy to persons of 
his class." 

Eugenie opened her large eyes wide, 
and looked at him sternly. 

"I feel an antipathy to nothing but to 
weakness and vulgarity. I respect any- 
one who has energy, thoroughly to fill his 
place in the world, whether that place be 
a high or a lowly one." 

There was a hard ring in her voice. 
Arthur's hand, still playing with the fan, 
moved rather nervously ' and there was 
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a slight quiver about his lips. He 
started a little when she spoke of weak- 
ness and vulgarity, though the expression 
of his face was as indifferent as ever. 

" A most elevated view of the matter, 
said he carelessly. " But I am afraid you 
would modify it in some degree, if you 
were to be brought in nearer contact with 
the rough wild sort of life which often 
obtains in the lowly places." 

" But this young miner is something out 
of the common," declared Eugenie deci- 
dedly. "He may be wild and untamed, 
like one of Nature's elements which grow 
to be a danger when not properly di- 
rected. I did not find him rough." 

She had involuntarily spoken with 
some warmth. The latent, half stifled 
fire in Arthur's eyes gleamed out again, 
as he fixed them on her. 

*' You appear to exercise a marvellous 
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degree of authority over this * wild un- 
tamed element of Nature.' It was on the 
point of breaking out in an unseemly 
manner before my father. You had but 
to raise your fan, and the angry lion 
became as gentle as a lamb." Here the 
said fan was so violently opened and 
closed by the young man's slender white 
fingers that the costly toy was in serious 
danger, while he went on half mocking. 
"And in what a knightly manner he 
bent over your handl If we had not 
come in, I believe he would have ven- 
tured to kiss it like a real preux che- 
valier." 

Eugenie rose hastily. " I fear, Arthur, 
this man may force from you and your 
father something more than a mere sneer, 
and I do not know whether Herr Berkow 
does wisely to drive his people into an 
opposition, which is constantly growing, 
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and the consequences of which may one 
day recoil on his own head." 

Her husband's gaze was rivetted on her 
as she stood before him, and yet her 
rustling silks and airy laces, her roses and 
soft pearls were nothing new to him, 
anymore than the proud and beautiful 
head with its dark indignant eyes. Per- 
haps he was struck by her earnest cham- 
pionship of her prot6g^. He preserved 
the same careless, half mocking tone in 
which he had spoken hitherto, but it 
concealed a feeUng of suppressed irrita- 
tion, and the fan he held in his hands met 
with decided ill-luck. The delicately 
carved ivory was broken in two as he 
flung, rather than threw, it on to a chair. 

'* Our deliverer has been reading you 
a lecture on socialism; I am sorry I 
missed it. But this Hartmann is cer- 
tainly remarkable in one way. He has 
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accomplislied that wWch nothing had 
hitherto achieved, he has actually led us 
into a lively conversation. But the interest 
of this theme must be pretty well ex- 
hausted by this time, do not you think 
so?" 

The entrance of a servant with a 
message brought the conversation to 
an end. Arthur availed himself of the 
pretext to depart, taking leave of his 
wife in the cold, ceremonious manner 
which marked all their intercourse. 
Hardly had the servant closed the door 
and left her alone, when Eugenie began 
to pace up and down the room in 
evident agitation. She was revolted at 
the coldness and heartlessness shown 
about Ulric's brave deed, but it was not 
that alone which made her steps so 
hasty and drove the angry colour to 
her cheeks. 
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Why could she not meet her husband 
with thkt thorough contempt she found 
so easy towards his father? Was it 
possible he could be worthy of better 
things ? There was something in Arthur's 
boundless indolence which parried every 
blow, and even gave him at times a 
secret superiority over the proud, pas- 
sionate woman, carried away but too 
often by her warmth of temper. On 
that first evening when, with terrible 
candour, she had disclosed to him the 
truth, he must have felt himself a 
deeply humiliated man, to-day; when 
she had shown him how falsely he had 
judged his deliverer and hers, the wrong 
was clearly on his side, and yet on both 
occasions he had confronted her with 
a dignity which was not crushed and 
annihilated by her contempt. 

She would not recognize this, would 
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not confess to herself how it wounded 
her that never, since - the explanation 
between them, had he made the slightest 
attempt to temper the coldness of their 
relations, even by a word. She would 
certainly have repulsed any such attempt 
with all the disdainful pride at her 
command, but that she should never 
be called on to do so, that he should 
never take the trouble to go one step 
beyond that which appearances absolutely 
required, vexed her in spite of herself. 
Bugdnie was prompt with her love as 
with her hate, and her feeling towards 
h^^ husband had beeai of a decided 
nature even before she gave him her 
hand—but it was not possible to look 
down on him from a lofty eminence, 
as she could look down on his father. 
She felt that vaguely, though she could 
give no account to herself of what 
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had compelled this feeling within 
her. 

Arthur, going through the corridors, 
met the Director and the chief-engineer 
who had been detained to confer on 
some business matter with Berkow and 
were now about to leave the house. 
The young heir stopped all at once. 

" May I ask. Sir, why Hartmann's 
refusal to take the money offered him 
was immediately communicated to Lady 
Eugenie and to her alone ? Why did 
I hear nothing of it ?" asked he sharply. 

"Well," said the Director rather 
confused, " I really did not know you 
attached any importance to it, Herr 
Berkow. You declined all personal 
interference in the matter so decidedly, 
and her ladyship showed from the first 
so much interest in it, that I thought 
myself bound " 
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" Oh indeed !" interrupted Arthur, 
with the same nervous little twitch 
about his lips. "Well, her ladyship's 
wishes should be complied with, cer- 
tainly, but I must beg of you, in all 
such matters of business" — ^he laid an 
emphasis on the last word — " not quite 
to overlook me another time. I ex- 
pressly desire that I may be the first 
to be acquainted with them in future." 

So saying, he left the astonished 
officials, passing on to his own rooms. 
The Director looked at his colleague. 

" What do you say to that ?" 

The chief -engineer laughed. " Signs 
and wonders are to be seen ! Herr 
Arthur begins to take an interest in 
matters of business ! Herr Arthur 
desires to be acquainted with them ! 
Such a thing has never happened be- 
fore since I have known him." 

VOL. I. M 
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"But this is not a business matter 
at all," said the Director irritably. 
" It is a mere private transaction, 
and I can guess how it has been. 
Hartmann has behaved to the lady in 
that delightfully amiable manner of his 
we know so well. I thought it was 
rather odd that she should send for 
him. Fancy him in a drawing-room, with 
his savage reckless ways ! He is quite 
capable of telling her what he told 
me this morning in the office : he 
does not want any payment and he 
did not risk his life for the sake of 
money. The lady has been indignant 
at his insolence and her husband also, 
and now there will be some nice 
pleasant things for me to hear from 
Herr Berkow, because I allowed the 
interview to take place." 

** Well, it will be the first time 
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Herr Arthur has ever been indignant 
at anything that concerns his wife," 
said the other indifferently, as they 
went down the steps. '* It seems to 
me that the glacier-temperature about 
this married couple is extending gra- 
dually to all around them. You feel 
the ice in the air directly you come 
near them, does it not strike you ?" 

" It struck me that Lady Eugenie 
looked admirably handsome. She was 
rather cool, certainly, but still admirably 
handsome !" 

The chief-engineer made a comic little 
grimace expressive of horror. 

"For Heaven's sake, do not adopt 
Wilberg's style ! You are getting on into 
the fifties, you know. Talking of Wil- 
berg, he is already head over ears in 
romantic adoration, but I doubt whether 
he, or his inevitable verses, will excite 

M 2 
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much jealousy in high quarters. Herr 
Arthur seems as little inclined to worship 
his wife as she to be worshipped. Mar- 
riages of convenience are made up every 
day, it is true, but I can't help having a 
sort of feeling about this one, as if it 
could not take quite the usual course, as 
if beneath all the ice there lay something 
like a volcano, which will burst out one 
fine day with thunder and lightning, and 
give us a bit of an earthquake and a 
catastrophe on a small scale. That would 
certainly * shed some poetry on the arid 
steppes of our everyday life,' as Wilberg 
would observe, supposing always the 
eruption spared him and his guitar. But 
here we are below, good night !" 




CHAPTER IX. 



liyrORB than a month had passed since 
•^'■*- the festivities. Herr Berkow, 
coming down " to sm^rise his children," 
as he said, had scarcely found the plea- 
sm^e he had hoped for in his visit, which 
was certainly rather premature. He had 
gone back to the city after a few days to 
settle the arrears of business awaiting 
him there, and now he was expected to 
return to the chateau, for a second and, 
this time, for a longer stay. 

Nothing was changed in the life of the 
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young people; it was, if anything, more 
divided, colder, more " aristocratic" than 
at first. On both sides the end of the 
honeymoon was looked forward to with 
considerable longing; it had been 
arranged that they should stay in their 
country retreat until such time as the fine 
summer weather should make a longer 
journey desirable. They would return 
from their travels in the autumn, and 
definitively take up their residence in the 
capital, where their future abode had 
already been prepared for them by Berkow 
with much lavish expenditure. 

The morning shift was just finished, 
and Ulric Hartmann was on his way back 
to his father's house. He had been 
obliged to moderate his usual swift pace, 
for at his side walked Herr Wilberg, 
also going home from his office. This 
gentleman had been lucky enough to 
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catch Ulric up, and had attached himself 
to him. It was rather surprising to see 
one of the officials on such familiar terms 
with the Deputy Hartmann, who enjoyed 
but little sympathy among his superiors ; 
still more surprising was it that such 
familiarity should come from Herr Wil- 
berg, unless indeed the old saying that 
" extremes meet" be taken as an explana- 
tion. 

There was, however, another reason 
here. The chief-engineer little knew 
what his jokes had brought about, but 
his laughing hints as to the subject- 
matter for a ballad had, unfortunately, 
fallen on a too receptive soil. Wilberg 
had made up his mind to treat the sub- 
ject poetically, but he was still in doubt 
as to whether the masterpiece should be 
in the form of a ballad, an epic, or a 
drama. At present one thing only was 
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settled, namely, that it should unite in 
itself the combined excellences of all 
three styles. 

Unhappily for Ulric, his energetic and 
courageous act had awakened in the 
future author's mind the notion that 
the miner was exactly fitted for a hero 
of tragedy, and Wilberg now dogged 
his footsteps perpetually, in order to 
study this most interesting character. 
When Ulric further took it into his head 
to refuse the considerable sum offered him 
with a disdainful pride which abashed 
even the Director, the romantic halo 
about him grew so strong in the poet's 
eyes that nothing could shake or dimin- 
ish his admiration, not even the incon- 
siderate rudeness of the object of it, nor 
the cutting remarks of those in authority, 
who hardly approved of such an intimacy. 

Ulric could not be said to meet him 
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half-way, or in any manner 'to facilitate 
his " studies ;" he tried often impatiently 
to shake off the company thus forced 
upon him, as one tries to free one's self 
from a troublesome fly, but it availed him 
little. Herr WUberg was determined to 
see in him a hero, a rough, wild, un- 
disciplined sort of hero, it is true, but 
still a hero, and the more this view of 
him was justified by his behaviour, so 
much the better pleased was the would- 
be author, who only studied him the 
more closely for each such fresh develop- 
ment of character. 

At last the young miner shrugged his 
shoulders, and resigned himself to the 
inevitable. Custom did its work, and 
there grew up at length between the two a 
sort of familiarity, not over respectful on 
Ulric's part. 

The wind was still blowing rather cold 
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from the north. Herr Wilberg prudently 
buttoned up his coat, and tied the ends 
of his thick woollen scarf carefully to- 
gether, as he said with a sigh, 

" What a lucky fellow you are, Hart- 
mann, with your health and strength of 
iron ! You can go up and down the 
shafts from heat to cold, and come out 
afterwards into this biting wind, whilst I 
have to protect myself from every varia- 
tion of temperature. And I get so 
nervous, so shaken, so irritable! That 
is the way when the spirit gains too 
great dominion over the body. Yes, 
Hartmann, it is the press of thought and 
feeling that does it!" 

" I think, Herr Wilberg, it is more 
likely your everlasting tea-drinking that 
is the cause of it," replied Ulric, with 
a rather compassionate glance at his 
weakly little companion. " If you go 
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on swallowing that hot, thin stuff 
morning and evening, you will never 
get strong." 

Wilberg glanced up aloft at his 
adviser with a look of infinite su- 
periority. 

" You do not understand, Hartmann. 
I could not possibly bear such a heavy 
diet as yours. My constitution would 
not stand it, besides, tea is of great 
service to the mental faculties. It 
quickens me, it stimulates me when 
the day's work is done, and when in 
the quiet even-tide the Muses draw 



near " 



" You mean, when you are making 
your verses," interrupted UWc, drily. 
" So that is what the tea is for? 
Well, they are just what I should 
expect from it." 

It was fortunate that the poet was 
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just then busy trjdng to fix in his 
memory a rhyme which had come into 
his mind. He hardly heard the insulting 
remark, but turned to his companion 
next minute in quite a friendly 
way. 

" I have something to beg of you, 
Hartmann, to desire, to demand!" said 
he, reaching his climax in well- 
graduated tones. " Something which you 
must agree to, no matter at what cost. 
You are in possession of an article 
which is perfectly worthless to you, 
but which would make me the happiest 
mortal under the sun. You must give 
it up to me." 

" What must I give up to you ?'' 
carelessly asked Ulric, who, as usual, 
when Wilberg was talking, had only 
half listened. 

Herr W^'lberg blushed, sighed, looked 
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down, sighed a second time, and, after 
these preliminaries, thought fit to pro- 
ceed to speech. 

" You remember the day when you 
came to her ladyship's rescue ! Ah, 
Hartmann, what a pity it is you should 
have no adequate conception of the 
poetry involved in such a situation ! 
If I had been in your place ! But we 
will leave that. She offered you her 
handkerchief when she saw you were 
bleeding. You kept it in your hand, 
while the others were looking to your 
wound. Good Heavens ! you cannot 
possibly have forgotten such a circum- 
stance as that !" 

"Well, what do you want with the 
handkerchief?" asked Ulric, suddenly 
attentive. 

" I wish to possess it," murmured 
Wilberg, casting down his eyes with a 
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melancholy air. "Ask from me what 
you will, but let me have that 
precious souvenir of the woman I 
adore I" 

" You !" cried Ulric, in a tone which 
made the other spring back and look 
anxiously round to see that no one 

was by. 

" Don*t shout like that, Hartmann I 
You need not be so horrified because 
I say I adore the future proprietor's 
wife. It is something far different from 
what you are accustomed to consider 
as love. It is — ^but you do not know 
what a platonic affection means." 

"No, I don't," returned the miner, 
shortly, increasing his pace, and evi- 
dently desirous of breaking off the con- 
versation. 

" You cannot possibly understand it," 
declared Wilberg, with much self-satis- 
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faction, "for you cannot, and never 
will, rise to that pure elevation of 
feeling of which only highly-cultivated 
minds are capable, that feeling which, 
without a hope, without a desire, can 
content itself with adoring in silence 
from afar. Or what do you think a 
man should do else, if he loves a 
woman who belongs to another ?" 

" Overcome his love," said Ulric, in 
a low voice, " or " 

"Or?'' 

" Strike the other man down.". 

Herr Wilberg beat a hasty retreat 
to the other side of the road, where 
he remained standing transfixed with 
horror. 

" What brutality ! what appalling 
principles ! So you would seal your 
love by assault and murder ? You are 
a man to be feared, Hartmann! And 
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you can say such a thing as that with 
the tone, the look of ... . Her lady- 
ship was right when she said you were 
like one of Nature's untamed elements 
which " 

" Who said so ?" broke in Ulric, 
looking at him darkly. 

" Her ladyship. ^ A wild untamed 
element,' she said, and the description 
was most striking, most apt. Hart- 
mann — " The young man ventured a 
little nearer his companion, but timidly 
still, and approaching him by degrees. 
" Hartmann, I could forgive you every- 
thing, even what you said just now, 
but the one thing I cannot forgive is 
your conduct to her. Have you alone 
no eyes for her beauty and grace, which 
disarm the very roughest of your com- 
rades, that you should avoid the sight 
of her, as if it would bring you ill- 
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luck? If lier cairriage appears in the 
distance, yon turn round and get out 
of tlie way ; if slie rides by, you step 
into tlie house nearest at hand, and I 
warrant, yon make that long round 
every day past the Director's house, 
for no other reason than that you 
might meet her once at the park-gates 
and be obliged to take off your cap 
to her. Oh, this stubborn, bitter class- 
hatred which spares not even women ! 
I repeat it to you, Hartmann, you are 
a man greatly to be feared." 

Ulric was silent. Contrary to his wont 
he subnaitted to these reproaches with- 
out answering a syllable, and by 80 
doing, he strengthened Wilberg in ^^^^ 
delusion that his arguments had at la«t 
produced some effect. Encouraged V 
this, he began again, 

** But to return to the r^^i ^ 
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in hand. The pocket-handkerchief " 

'' How should I know where the thing 
is ?" interrupted THric, roughly. " It is 
lost, or Martha may have given it back. 
How should I know !" 

Wilberg was just about to launch 
out into indignation at the indifference 
with which an object, in his eyes of 
such priceless worth, was treated, when 
he suddenly perceived Martha standing 
before her uncle's house. He shot 
down on her like a hawk, and began 
to question her as to where the said 
handkerchief might be hidden, whether 
she had really given it back, or whether, 
within the range of possibility, it might 
yet be found. 

The girl seemed not quite to under- 
stand him at first; when she found 
out what it was all about, her face 
darkened perceptibly. 
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" The handkerchief is there still," 
she said, decidedly. " I thought to 
do well one day when I took it out 
and washed the stains from it, but 
Ulric raved like a madman, because I 
had even touched the thing. He has 
got it in his chest." 

" Oh ! so it was only a pretext for 
refusing me !" said WUberg, with a 
reproachful look at Ulric, who had 
listened with suppressed anger, and 
who answered almost with a sneer : 

"Make up your mind to it, Herr 
Wilberg, the handkerchief is not for 
you." 

" And why not, may I ask ?" 

"Because I mean to keep it," said 
Ulric, laconically. 

" But, Hartmann " 

"When I once say no, I mean it. 
You might know that, Herr Wilberg." 

N 2 
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Wilberg lifted his hands and eyes 
towards Heaven, as though calling on 
it to witness the offence done him ; 
but suddenly his arms fell down inert, 
and he drew himself up quickly, as a 
voice said behind Martha, 

" Can you not inform me, my dear, 
.... Ah, Herr Wilberg ! I am in- 
terrupting a most animated conver- 
sation." 

The person addressed stood speechless, 
overcome at least as much by despair 
a^ by delight at this unexpected meet- 
ing ; for the distressing consciousness 
was on him, that he, who hitherto had 
only confronted her ladyship in the 
faultless attire of full-dress, must now 
stand before her, arrayed in a blue 
paletot and green comforter, to say 
nothing of a nose tipped by the cutting 
wind with a most unbecoming red. He 
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knew how unfavourable this combination 
of colour must be to him; not an hour 
ago he had vowed to himself that he 
would exchange the green comforter 
for one of a more flattering hue, and 
now a mischievous chance had brought 
him before the eyes of his ideal 1 

Herr Wilberg wished himself deep 
down in the shafts, land yet retained 
sufficient power of thought to be irritated 
at Hartmann, who, with all the dust 
of his daily work upon him, stood 
like a statue, and moved never a 
muscle. 

Eugenie had come along the road 
which led by the Manager's house, and 
seeing at first only the young girl, 
had entered the garden unnoticed. Her 
last question remained a moment un- 
answered, for both men were silent. 

At last Martha spoke. She had cast 
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a rapid glance at her cousin, when the 
lady appeared on the scene so un- 
expectedly; now she turned quickly to 
her. 

" We were just speaking of the lace 
handkerchief your ladyship gave for a 
bandage, and which has never been 
returned." 

" Ah, yes, my handkerchief," said 
Eugenie, indifferently. " I had quite for- 
gotten it, but since you have kept it 
so carefully, child, you can give it me 
back." 

" I did not keep it, Ulric has it." 
Martha gave him another look, dark 
and scrutinizing as the first, and even 
Eugenie turned with some surprise to 
the young man who had greeted her 
neither by word nor gesture. 

" Well, you then, Hartmann I Or do 
you not wish to restore it?" 
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Wilberg was growing more and more 
exasperated at Ulric's " shameful be- 
haviour," for he stood there motionless 
with knitted brows and lips firmly 
closed, and just the same look o£ 
stubborn resistance on his face as that 
with which he had armed himself on 
enteriQg her boudoir. One could see 
plainly that he was struggling with 
himself to keep down the hatred he 
felt for his master's young wife ! This 
time his better nature conquered. 

Herr Wilberg noticed that, at the 
first sound of that voice addressing 
itself to him, he started, as though 
pricked with shame at his own conduct, 
that a flush rose to his brow, and that 
his attitude lost something of its defiaut 
hostility. The sermon so lately deliv^^ 
had certainly had some effect, else ho^ 
should this stifE-necked Hartmanu^ '^h^/ns^ 
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will was of iron, and wKo was to be 
moved neither by fear nor favour, have 
yielded in silent obedience to a simple 
question, have turned to the house and, 
after the lapse of a few minutes, come 
back holding the handkerchief ? 

" Here it is, my lady/* 

Eugenie took the morsel of cambric, 
seeming to attach very little importance 
to it. 

" And now, Herr Wilberg, as I have 
met you here, perhaps, you can best 
give me the information I want. It 
is the first time I have come by this 
road, and -I find that the bridge which 
leads to the park is closed by a gate. 
Can it be opened, or must I go 
back all round by the works again ?" 

She pointed to a bridge at a little 
distance from them. It crossed a wide 
ditch, which bordered the park on this 
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side, and it was closed by means of an 
iron gate. 

HeiT Wilberg was in despair. The 
gate was securely fastened, it was done 
to keep the work-people, whose dwellings 
lay for the most part about here, out 
of the park, but the gardener had the 
key ; Wilberg would hasten, would fly to 
fetch it, if only her ladyship could bear 
to wait until .... 

" Oh no," broke in Eugenie, rather 
impatiently. "You would have twice to 
make the round which I want to avoid. . I 
would rather go back." 

Wilberg would not hear of it. He 
begged and entreated the lady to grant 
him the happiness of this one small 
service. His pretty little speech wa» 
brought to an abrupt conclusion by tlun 
sound of a loud crack. 

Ulric had gone up to the gat^ air^/j 
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seized it with both hands. He shook 
the iron rails with such force that the 
bolts and locks creaked again. Finding 
that it did not give way promptly, his 
features contracted angrily, he gave one 
violent thrust at it with his foot and so 
made an end of all resistance. The fasten- 
ings, which were not in the best condi- 
tion, yielded ; the gate flew open. 

" Grood Heavens ! Hartmann, what are 
you about?" cried Wilberg, terrified. 
*' You are spoiling the lock. What will 
Herr Berkow say ?" 

Ulric gave him no answer. He pushed 
the gate quite back and turned quickly 
round. 

" The way is open, my lady.' 

Eugenie did not look half so shocked as 
the young clerk. She even laughed, as 
she proceeded towards the path so vigor- 
ously cleared for her. 



>j 
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" Thank you, Hartmann. Do not 
make yourself uneasy as to the spoilt lock, 
Herr WHberg; I will take the responsi- 
bility on myself. But, as the gate is open 
now, will you not take the shorter cut 
through the park ?" 

What a proposal ! Herr Wilberg did 
not hasten, he rushed, he flew to the 
lady's side, racking his brain even in 
this hurried moment to find an interest- 
ing and striking theme on which to dis- 
course ; but he was obliged to begin with 
a very prosaic one, for Eugenie, turning 
her head once more, looked curiously 
after the enigmatic being who had 
puzzled her so much once before, as 
though she would again try to read the 
riddle of his character with her grave 
meditative eyes. 

" That Hartmann has the strength and 
the fury of an old Berserker. B^ ^^rm)$eH 
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down locks and bolts without more ado, 
just to — ' — " 

" Just to make my way easy," con- 
tinued Eugenie, with a touch of irony, 
as she looked at her companion. " You 
would not have been guilty of such a 
forcible act of politeness ?" 

Wilberg protested against even the 
supposition of such 'a thing. Her lady- 
ship could not believe for a moment that 
he would have laid violent hands on other 
people's property, and that too in her 
presence ; no, most assuredly he would 
not. ... But she listened to his pro- 
testations with marked abstraction, and 
in spite of all the pains he took to interest 
her, he could not succeed in fully gaining 
her attention once during their walk 
through the park. 



CHAPTER X. 



TTARTMANN pulled to the gate again 
-"■ and returned slowly to the house. 
He stood at the entrance watching the two 
figures until they disappeared down one 
of the park avenues. 

" I thought, when you said no, you 
meant it, XJlric ?" 

The young man turned round and 
scowled at Martha standing by his 
side. 

" What is it to you ?" said he, roughly. 
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" To me ? nothing. Don't frown like 
that, Ulric. You are angry with me 
because I reminded my lady of the hand- 
kerchief; but it belonged to her, and 
what could you do with that soft, white 
little thing ? You could not even touch 
it when you came home from work, and 
I am sure you have looked at it often 
enough !" 

There was a slight but unmistakable 
touch of irony in the girl's voice, and 
Ulric must have noticed it, for he ex- 
claimed hastily : 

" Let me be ! I wiU have none of 
your sneers and your spying. I tell you, 
Martha " 

" Now, now, what is to do out there ? 
Are you two quarrelling?" interrupted 
the Manager, as he joined them at the 
door. 

Ulric turned away with a muttered 
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exclamation of anger, but he did not 
seem inclined to continue the discussion. 
Martha, without answering her imcle, 
hurried past him into the house. 

"What is the matter with the girl?" 
asked the old man, looking after her 
wonderingly, "and what were you two 
about? Have you been giving her hard 
words again?" 

Ulric threw himself sullenly down on 
the bench. 

" I am not going to be taught what I 
should do or leave undone, least of all by 
Martha." 

"Well, well," said his father quietly, 
" she is very sure not to do anything to 
vex you.*^ 

" Why should not she vex me as well as 
anyone else ?" 

The Manager looked at his son and 
shrugged his shoulders. 
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" Why, boy, have you no eyes in your 
head, or will you not see it ? It is true, 
you never did care about the girls and, 
after all, it is no wonder if you understand 
nothing about them." 

" What is there for me to understand ?" 
asked Ulric, growing attentive. 

His father took his pipe out of his 
mouth and blew a cloud of smoke slowly 
into the air. 

" That Martha cares for you," he an- 
swered laconically. 

"Martha? For me?" 

" I do believe he did not know it," said 
the Manager, in unfeigned astonishment. 
" His old father has to tell him such a 
thing as that ! But that is the way when 
people fill their heads with all sorts of 
nonsense, which only confuses them ! 
Goodness knows, Ulric, it is time you 
gave up all the other folly and took a 
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good managing wife who would bring you 
to a better way of thinking." 

UWc was stiU gazing over at the park 
and his eyes were fixed and gloomy as 
before. 

" You are right, father,'* said he slowly. 
" It is time.'* 

The old man nearly let his pipe fall 
in his surprise. 

" My lad," he said, " that is the first 
reasonable word I have heard from you. 
Have you come to your senses at last? 
Yes, it is time indeed. You could have 
kept a wife long ago, and where could 
you find a prettier, a better, or a 
cleverer than Martha*? I need not tell 
you how happy it would make me for 
you two to come together. Think it 
over, TJlric." 

The young man sprang up and 
began pacing rapidly to and fro. 

VOL. I. 
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"Perhaps it would be best. There 
must be an end of this, tkere must ! 
I felt that to-day again . . . and the 
80oi]^er, the better !" 

*'What has come to you? There 
jniist be an end of what ?" 

** Nothing, father, nothing. But you 
are right, when once I have a wife, 
I shall know I belong to her, and 
my thoughts, too. So you think Martha 
carea for me ?" 

** Go in and ask her I" cried the 
Manager laughing. " Do you think I 
should have the girl in the house still 
if she cared for any one else? Sbe 
does not want for suitors. I know 
plenty who would be glad of her, and 
there is Lawrence who has been trying 
to win her for ever so long, he has 
never got her to say *yes* yet. She 
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will say it to-day for you, if you 
choose, trust me for that.** 

Ulric listened with eager attention; 
but, in spite of his father*s flattering 
assurance, there was not much joy 
or satisfaction to be seen in his face. 
He looked as though he were trying 
forcibly to keep down some rebellious 
feeling which would not let him make 
up his mind, and there was something 
wild and almost convulsive in his 
manner, as, a sudden determination 
burning up within him, he turned at 
last to the old man and said : 

" Well, if you think I shall not be 
refused, I ... I will go and speak to 
Martha." 

" Now, at once ?'* asked the Manager 
in surprise. "But, Ulric, a man can- 
not go courting all in a minute like 
that, when a quarter of an hour 

o 2 
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before he had no notion of such a 
thing. Think over the matter first." 

Ulric moved impatiently. " What is 
the good of waiting? I must know 
where I am. Let me go in, father." 

The old man shook his head, but 
he was far too much afraid that his 
son would repent him of his hasty- 
resolve to offer any very serious op- 
position. In the joy of his heart 
he cared little if the long wished-for 
union were brought about in a some- 
what unusual manner. He determined 
to stay quietly outside, so that the 
yoimg people within could settle the 
business at their ease, for he knew 
Ulric well enough to be aware that 
any inopportune interference on his part 
would spoil everything. 

In the meantime the young man had 
crossed the passage rapidly, as if he 
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neither could nor would grant himself 
one moment for reflection. He opened 
the door of the room they commonly 
used, and saw Martha sitting at the 
table. Her hands, usually so busy, 
lay idle in her lap. She did not look 
up as he entered, and seemed not to 
notice that he came and stood quite 
close to her chair. He could see quite 
plainly that she had been crying. 

"Do you bear me ill-will, Martha, 
because I was out of temper just 
now ? I am sorry for it. Why do you 
look at me so ?" 

" Because it is the first time you 
ever were sorry for it. You never 
cared before how I took your ill-temper. 
Let it be so still." 

Her tone was cold and meant as a re- 
pulse, but Ulric did not allow himself to 
be intimidated by it. His father's reve- 
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lations must really have had some 
powerful effect on his stubborn nature, 
for his voice was unusually gentle as 
he replied. 

" I know I am a great deal worse 
than the others, but I can't help it. 
You must take me as I am ; perhaps 
you will be able to make something 
better of me." 

At his first word the girl had looked 
up surprised, and she must have seen 
something strange in his face, for she 
moved hastily as if to rise. Ulric held 
her fast. 

" Stay here, Martha, I want to talk 
to you. I want to ask you . . . Well, 
I am not one for many words, and 
between us they are not needed. We 
are first cousins, we have lived to- 
gether for years in the same house. 
You know best whether you can care 
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for me at all, and you must know too 
that I have always been fond of you 
in spite of all our quarrels. Will you 
be my wife, Martha ?" 

The wooing was abrupt, brusque and 
stormy as became the suitor's nature. 

He drew a long breath, as if with 
these decisive words a weight had 
fallen from him. Martha still sat motion- 
less before him. Her blooming colour 
had faded, had changed to a deep 
pallor, but she neither trembled iior 
hesitated as she uttered a low half 
stifled « No." 

Ulric thought he had not heard aright. 
" You will not ?" 

"No, Ulric, I will not!" repeated 
the girl resolutely, though almost under 
her breath. 

The young man drew himself up 
offended. 
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" Well then, I might have spared 
my words. My father has been mis- 
taken and so have I. No ofEence, 
Martha." 

Wounded in his pride by the curt 
refusal he had met with, he was about 
to leave the room at once, but a look 
at Martha arrested him. She had risen 
and was grasping the chair with both 
hands, as though needing its support. 
No word of reply or of explanation 
came from her lips, but they trembled 
so and there was such an expression 
of unspoken pain in her white face 
that Ulric began to feel his father 
might be right after all. 

" I thought you cared for me, Martha," 
he said with some slight reproach in 
his tone. 

She turned hastily from him and 
hid her face in her hands, but he 
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caught a sound like that of a sob re- 
pressed with difl&culty. 

" I might have known I was too 
savage, too rough for you. You are 
afraid, you think I might grow worse 
after the marriage. You will have a 
better husband in Lawrence. He will let 
you have yoiu* own way in everything." 

The girl shook her head and slowly 
turned her face to him again. 

" I am not afraid of you, though you 
are often a bit rough and wild. I know 
you can't help it, and I would have taken 
you as you were, aye, gladly, perhaps ! 
But I will not take you as you are 
now, Ulric, as you have been ever since 
.... ever since the young mistress came 
home." 

Ulric started, and a flaming blush 
spread over his face. He wished to break 
out in wrath, to bid her be silent, but he 
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could not bring his lips to frame a syllable. 

"Uncle thinks you care for no one 
because your head is taken up with other 
things," continued Martha, more and 
more excitedly. "Yes, indeed, qiaite 
other things 1 You have never given me 
a thought, and now you come aU at once 
and want me to be your wife. You want 
some one to help drive away your 
thoughts, Ulric, don't you ? and the first 
one who comes is good enough for that. 
Even I am good enough for that 1 But 
things are not so bad with me yet that I 
should be put to such a use. If I cared 
for you more than for the whole world 
beside, if it were to cost me my life to part 
from you, I would rather have Lawrence, 
I would rather have anyone now than you !" 

This passionate outbreak, contrasting 
with the girl's usually quiet demeanour, 
might have shown Ulric what deep root 
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be had taken in her lie^rt. Perhaps he 
did feel it, but the cloud still rested on 
his brow and the flush on his face grew 
deeper with every word. He gave her 
no answer, but, as she now broke out 
into loud weeping, stood at her side quite 
dumb, making no attempt to comfort or 
to calm her. 

Some minutes passed in torturing 
silence. Martha lay with her head and 
arms resting on the table. Nothing was 
to be heard but the sound of her ckmvul- 
sivo sobs and the monotonous ticking of 
the old clock against the wall. 

At length Ulric stooped down to her. 
His voice was not so hard as it had 
been, but it was scarcely gentle; there 
was in it only a dull, low sound of paixx 

" Never mind, Martha. I thought it 
m^ght be better if you would help jv. 
Perhaps it would only have been w^q 
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and you are quite right not to risk it with 
me. Let things be as they have always 
been between us two." 

He went without further leave-taking. 
On the threshhold he stopped an instant 
and looked back, but the girl did not 
raise her head, and he went quickly out. 

"Well?" said the Manager, eagerly, 
as he came forward to meet his son. 
" Well ?" he repeated more anxiously, for 
Ulric's face was not happy as that of an 
afl&anced lover. 

*' It was of no good, father," saidUlric, 
in a low voice. " Martha will not have me." 

" Will not have you V^ cried the old 
man, as though the most astounding news 
in the world were being annoimced to him. 

"No, and do^^'t tease her with a lot 
of questions and talk about it. She knows 
well enough why she has refused me, 
and I know too, so there is no use 
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in a third person meddling with it; 
Now let me go, father, I must get awsiy." 

He hurried past, evidently wishing to 
escape all further discussion. The 
Manager grasped his pipe with both hands ; 
he was almost inclined to dash it to the 
ground, by way of giving vent to his 
vexation. 

" Who can understand these women 
and their fancies ? I could have staked 
my head upon it that the girl was fond of 
him, and now she sends him away with a 
No ! and he ... I should not have 
thought he would have taken it so much 
to heart. He looked quite scared, and 
he is tearing along the road as if he were 
mad. But he will never explain it to me. 
as long as he hves, I know him well 
enough to be sure of that, and Martha 
won't either.'* 

The Manager went on pacing up a ^q 
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down the little garden, until gradually his 
wrath sobered down to a more resigned 
state of feeling. What could be done in the 
matter after all? They could not be 
tied together by force if they did not 
wish to be so tied, and it was of no use 
racking one's brains to discover why they 
did not wish it. With a heavy sigh the 
old man bade farewell to his favourite 
scheme, now hopelessly shipwrecked.' 
These things cannot be forced ! 

He was still standing at the garden - 
gate, busy with his troubled thoughts, 
when he saw the younger Herr Berkow 

V 

coming down the road which led past his 
cottage to the back of the park. Arthur 
Sieemed better acquainted than his wife 
with the mode of ingress. He drew a 
key from his pocket, destined, no doubt, 
to fit the lock which had so recently been 
broken open. 
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The Manager bowed deeply and respect- 
fully to the young heir as he went by. 
With his usual scant sympathy, Arthur, 
hardly glancing aside at him, gave a lofty 
negligent little nod by way of recognition, 
and was passing on. A quiver of pain 
came into the old man's face, as he stood 
there still holding his cap in his hand 
and looking after the^ other with a 
mournful gaze which seemed to say, 
" So that's what you have grown into !" 

Either Arthur saw the look or it oc- 
curred to him all at once- that the old 
friend and playfellow of his childish years 
was there before him ; he stopped suddenly. 

" Oh, it is joMy HartiBann ! How do 
you do ?" 

He atretched out his hand in his la^y, 
indifferent way, and seemed rather sur- 
prised that it was not immediately grasped, 
but for years such a favour had not been 
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granted, and the Manager hesitated before 
accepting it ; when he did so at last, it 
was shyly and with precaution, as though 
fearing to hurt the delicate white 
hand by the touch of his rough hard palm. 

" Thank you, I am pretty well so far, 

Herr Arthur I beg pardon, Herr 

Berkow, I mean." 

" Keep to the Arthur," said the young 
man, quietly. " You are inore used to it, 
and I would rather hear it from you 
than the other name. So you are all 
right, Hartmann?" 

" Well yes, thank God, Herr Arthur. 
I have as much as I want. There is 
a bit of trouble and care in every 
house, and I am a little worried just now 
about my children, but it can't be helped." 

" About your children ? I thought you 
had only one son." 

" Quite right, my Ulric. But I have 
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a niece in my house, too, Martha Ewers." 

" And she gives you trouble ?" 

" God forbid 1" said the Manager, 

warmly. " The girl is as good as can be, 

but I did think the two might have made 

a pair, she and Ulric " 

" And Ulric will not ?" interrupted 

Arthur, with a strangely rapid glance 

from the usually weary-looking eyes. 

The old man shook his head. 

** I don't know. Perhaps he did not 

really wish it, or perhaps he set about it 

badly, any way, it is over between 

them. And that was just my last hope, 

that he would get a good wife who would 

put some sensible notions into his head." 

It was odd that the miner's simple 

uninteresting family affairs did not appear 

to " bore" the young man. He had not 

once yawned, as he was in the habit of 

doing, when not obliged to place some 

VOL. I. P 
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restraint on himself. His face even 
expressed a degree of interest as he asked : 

" Are the notions he carries in his head 
at present the reverse of sensible then ?" 

The Manager looked up rather con- 
sciously at the speaker, and then down 
at the ground. 

"Well, Herr Arthur, I need hardly 
tell you that. You must have heard 
enough about Ulric !" 

" Yes, I remember. My father spoke 
to me about it. Your son is not in 
the good books of the gentlemen up 
there, Hartmann; very far from it." 

The old man heaved a sigh. 

" No, and I can't mend the matter. 
He will not listen to me, he never has 
listened to me. He always would think 
for himself and have his own way in 
everything. I let the boy learn a great 
deal more than the others, more, pei-- 
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haps, than was good for him. I thought 
he would get on faster for it, and he 
is Deputy already, and will very likely 
be made Overman some day, but all 
the trouble has come from the learn- 
ing though. He bothers himself about 
all sorts of stufE, and thinks he knows 
better about everything; he sits up all 
night over his books, and is just all 
in all with his mates. How he manages 
to take the lead everywhere, I don't 
know; but even when he was quite a 
little lad, he had them all under his 
thumb, and now it is worse than ever. 
What he says, they believe blindfold ; 
where he stands, they will all stand 
together with him ; and if he were to 
lead them into hell itself, they would 
go, always supposing he marched first. 
But this is not at all as it should be, 
particularly here on our works." 

p 2 
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** Why here, particularly ?" asked 
Arthur, drawing figures with the key 
on the wooden gate, and apparently 
immersed in thought. 

" Because the people here are too 
badly off," burst forth the Manager. 
"Don't be angry, Herr Arthur, if I 
tell you so to your face. It is just the 
truth. I can't complain myself, I have 
always had more than my deserts, be- 
cause your late mother was very fond 
of my wife — but the others ! They toil 
and trouble day after day, and yet 
they can scarcely get bare necessaries 
for their wives and children. God knows 
they earn their bread hardly, but we 
must all of us work, and most of them 
would do it willingly enough, if they 
could only get their rights, as on the 
other works. But here they are pressed 
and harried for every farthing of their 
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miserable wages, and the mines below 
are in such a state, that each man 
says his prayers before going down, 
because he keeps thinking that the 
whole concern will fall down some day 
and crush him. But there is never any 
money for repairs, and when a poor 
fellow gets into difficulties and distress, 
no money can ever be found to help 
him with either, and all the time they 
have to look on while thousands upon 
thousands are sent up to the city, in 

order that " 

The old man stopped suddenly, and 
clapped his hand over his indiscreet 
mouth in mortal fear. He had gone 
on speaking in such zealous haste, that 
he had completely forgotten who it was 
that stood before him. The hot flush 
which rose to the young man's face 
at his last words, brought him back 



i 



to a consciousness of what he was 
saying. 

" Well ?" asked Arthur, as he paused. 
" Go on, Hartmann, jou see I am 
listening." 

" God bless me I" stammered the old 
man, in sad confusion. " I did not 
mean that, I had quite forgotten " 

"Who spent the thousands? You 
need not make any apologies, Hart- 
mann, but speak out like a man what 
you were going to say to me. Or 
perhaps you think I shall carry tales 
to my father?" 

" No," said the Manager, heartDy. 
" That you certainly won't do. You are 
not like your father, such an imprudent 
word as that to him would have lost 
me my place. Well, I was only going 
to say that all this makes bad blood 
with the hands. Herr Arthur — • — " he 
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stepped up nearer, with a look of half- 
timid, half -trusting appeal, " if you would 
but take some interest in these things ! 
You are Herr Berkow's son, and you 
will inherit all one of these days. No 
one has so much concern in it as 
you." 

" [ ?" said Arthur, with a bitterness 
which happily escaped his unpractised 
hearer. " I understand nothing of your 
customs or of what is necessary here on 
the works. It is, and always has been, 
all quite strange to me." 

The old man shook his head sorrow- 

fullr. 

*) 

"Lord Almighty! what is there so 
mu3h to understand. You need not 
stuiy all about machinery and the shafts 
for that. You only need to look at 
the people and listen to them, as you 
are listening to me now. But nobodv 



2i6 SUCCESS 



wiU do that. If a man complains, he 
is eent away, and then they say it is 
for insubordination; when a poor miner 
is dismissed on that score he finds it 
hard to get another place. Herr Arthur, 
I tell you, it is a crying shame, and 
that is what Ulric can't endure to see^ 
it eats his heart out, and, though I 
am always talking and preaching against 
his notions, in point of fact, he is light. 
Things can't go on in this way, onljr the 
means he would use to bring about a 
change are godless and sinful. They 
would bring him into trouble, and 
the others with him. Herr Arthur/' — 
the salt tears stood in the Manager's 
eyes as, without any hesitation now, 
he seisSed the young man's hsnd, 
still resting on the gate, — "for 
God's sake, I implore you, don't let 
matters go on like this. It can be 
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good for no one, not even for Herr 
Berkow. There are troubles and dis- 
putes now on all the works around, but 
when once they break out with us, the 
Lord have mercy on. us, for there will 
be awful workl" 

During the whole of this speech 
Arthur had stood silent, gazing straight 
before him. Now he turned his eyes 
to the speaker and looked fixedly and 
gravely at him. 

" I will talk to my father about it," 
he said slowly, " you may rely upon that, 
Hartmann." 

The Manager let fall the hand he 
had grasped, and stepped back. Having 
poured out his whole heart, he had ex- 
pected some better result than this poor 
promise. 

Arthur drew himself up and prepared 
to go. 
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" One thing more, Hartmann. Your 
son saved my life not long ago, and he 
has felt hurt, probably, at receiving no 
word of thanks. I do not attach a 
great value to life in itself, and it 
may be, therefore, that I did not 
estimate aright the service rendered. 
But I should have made good my negli- 
gence, if '* the young heir frowned, 

and his voice took a sharper inflexion, 
" if your Ulric had not been the man he 
is. I have no desire to find myself and 
my acknowledgments repulsed, as hap- 
pened to my messenger a short time 
back ; but, in spite of this, I would not 
be thought ungrateful. Tell him I thank 
him, and as to the rest, I will confer 
with my father on the subject. Good- 
bye." 

He took the road leading to the park. 
The Manager looked after him despond- 
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ingly, and sighed heavily as he murmured : 
" God grant it may do some good — ^but I 
hardly think it." 




CHAPTER XI. 



TTP at the great house the carriage had 
^ been drawn out, and the coachman 
was busy putting to the horses. 

" This is something quite new," said 
he to the footman who had brought him 
the order to make ready. " The master 
and mistress are going to drive out to- 
gether. A red cross should be set 
against the day in the calendar." 

The man laughed. "Yes, they won't 
find much pleasure in it; but you see 
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they can't help themselves. The return 
visits have to be made in the town to 
all the great folk who were here at the 
dinner, and it would not do exactly for 
them to drive in separately, or, no 
doubt, that is what they would have 
done." 

"A queer couple," said the coach- 
man shaking his head. " And they call 
that being married ! The Lord preserve 
a man from such wedded bliss as 
that !" 

A quarter of an hour later the car- 
riage containing Arthur Berkow and 
his wife was rolling along the road which 
led to the town. 

The weather had been tolerable enough 
during the morning, but had now changed 
for the worse. The sky was lowering 
and overcast ; the wind, which had risen 
almost to a hurricane, drove the grey 
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clouds before it, and every now and then 
a heavy shower fell from them on to the 
already over-saturated earth. It was, in 
truth, a rough and stormy spring, of a 
sort thoroughly to disgust those ac- 
customed to a town-life with a sojourn 
in the country. 

Although the month of May had come, 
the bare leafless trees in the park showed 
hardly any symptoms of sprouting forth. 
The piercing wind and cold rains had 
destroyed all the flowers, to the distrac- 
tion of the head-gardener who had been 
at so much pains to train them to per- 
fection in the beds and on the terraces, 
and every bud was mercilessly nipped and 
blighted so soon as it showed itself. The 
impracticable roads and drenched forests 
made all excursions, possible only in a 
close carriage, as unpleasant as they were 
objectless. 
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Day after day nothing but storms and 
heavy rain ; a grey cloudy sky, mountains 
veiled in mist, through which, ever and 
anon, a pale ray of sunshine would strug- 
gle faintly ; and with all this a joyless, 
desolate home where the mists gradually 
sank deeper and deeper, so that there, 
at least, no sunshine could penetrate, 
where every blossom, possibly ready to 
unfold, was frozen by the icy breath of 
bitterness and hatred. 

In this home two people endured, as 
a kind of martyrdom from which each 
strove to escape as much as possible, that 
undisturbed seclusion which is looked on 
by most newly-married couples as the 
height of bliss. Surely this was enough 
to account for the bride's pale face and 
for that expression of pain about her 
mouth which no amount of self-control 
could obliterate ; to account also for the 
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melancholy look with which she gazed out 
at the landscape. 

She had given her strength credit for 
more than it could bear. The sacrifice 
had been promptly made in the flush of 
courage and of filial love, but the days 
and hours succeeding the sacrifice, the 
passive endurance of her chosen lot, called 
now, for the first time, all her moral cou- 
rage, all her power of will into action,' and 
however much Eugenie might possess of 
both, it was yet plainly to be seen that 
this after-time was very bitter to her. 

Her husband, leaning back in the oppo- 
site corner as far off as possible, so that 
the folds of her dress hardly touched his 
cloak, did not seem to carry the burden 
of his happiness much more lightly. His 
face had, it is true, always been as pale, 
his eyes as expressive of fatigue, his 
bearing as languid as now, but there 
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were lines in his countenance which had 
not been there before, dark, bitter lines, 
stamped on it by the events of the last 
few weeks, and which no amount of the 
coolest indifference would ever again 
efface. 

He too looked out silently through the 
window, and made no more attempt than 
Eugenie to renew the conversation. They 

had met for the first time that day when 
about to set out on this journey, and 
some formal little speeches had been ex- 
changed about the weather, the drive 
and the object for which it was being 
made; then they had relapsed into an 
icy silence which was to last, apparently, 
until they reached the town. 

The expedition, conducted in this 
fashion, was not very agreeable; though 
in the comfortable close carriage nothing 
was felt of the inclement weather without, 
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yet even the softest cushions could not 
prevent their feeling some inconvenience 
from the bad state of the roads, and the 
heavy barouche could only advance 
slowly, though drawn by fine and power- 
ful horses. 

They had accomplished nearly half the 
distance when a sudden jerk, more vio- 
lent than any preceding, nearly threw 
the carriage over on its side. The coach- 
man swore and stopped the horses. He 
and the footman both dismounted from 
the box, and then a lively discus- 
sion went on between them out in the 
road. 

*' What is the matter ?" asked Eugenie, 
leaning forward uneasily. 

Arthur, for his part, did not seem 
much to care what was the matter. He 
would no doubt have quietly waited until 
some announcement on the subject had 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 227 

been made to him, but lie felt himself 
called on now to let down the window 
and to repeat his wife's question. 

"Don't be alarmed, Sir," said the 
coachman, stepping up to the door with 
the reins in his hand. " We have had a 
very lucky escape, we were within a 
hair of upsetting. Something must have 
snapped in the hind-wheel. Frank has 
gone to see what it is." 

The report, which Frank brought back 
after due examination, was not precisely 
of a consoling nature. The wheel was 
so much injured that it was clearly im- 
possible to move the carriage on even a 
hundred paces in that state. Both the 
men looked at their • master help- 
lessly. 

" I am afraid, under these circum- 
stances, we must give up the intended 
visits," said Arthur coolly, turning to 
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his wife. " By the time Frank has gone 
back to the house and brought us back 
another carriage it will be too late to 
drive as far as the town." 

" I am afraid so too. There is 
nothing to be done then but to get 
out and turn back." 

" Get out ?" said Arthur in amaze- 
ment. " Do you think of going back 
on foot ?" 

"Do you think of sitting in this 
carriage until Frank has returned with 
another ?" 

Arthur appeared to have entertained 
the idea; he would probably have pre- 
ferred to wait two hours, stretched in 
his comfortable corner where he was 
sheltered from wind and weather, than 
to undertake a pedestrian tour through 
the cold wet woods. Eugenie noticed 
this and her lips curled disdainfully. 
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" As for me, I prefer going back 
on foot to waiting in that wearisome 
useless manner. Frank will go with 
me, he must return any way. You 
will no doubt remain in the carriage. 
I would not take upon myself the 
responsibility of giving you cold for 
the world." 

That which the misadventure had not 
had power to do, was effected by the overt 
irony of these words. Arthur was roused 
out of his corner. He got up, pushed 
open the door and next minute was 
standing on the step, offering his hand 
to help her alight. Eugenie hesitated. 

" I beg of you, Arthur . . ." 

" I beg of you not to make a scene 
before the servants and to show them 
that you prefer the footman's escort 
to mine. Allow me." 

She gave an imperceptible little shrug, 
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there was no choice for her, however, 
but to accept the proffered hand; the 
coachman and ^ Frank were, in truth, 
standing close by. She got out and 
Arthur turned to the two men. 

" I will see your mistress home. You 
must contrive to get the empty carriage 
to some farm where it can stay for 
the present, and follow us as quickly as 
possible with the horses." 

The men took off their hats and 
prepared to carry out the instructions 
they had received. Under the cir- 
cumstances it was really the only thing 
to be done. With a slight gesture 
Eugenie declined her husband's offered 
arm." 

" I think we can hardly walk here 
as on a promenade," said she evading 
it. " We must each look to ourselves 
and make our own way as best we can." 
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She attempted this indeed, but only 
to sink at the very first step into 
the soft slippery mud; taking refuge 
on the other side of the road, she 
found herself suddenly in water an 
inch deep which splashed under her 
feet. She stood still in it helpless. 
The road had not looked so bad to her 
from the carriage. 

"Here, at any rate, we shall never 
get on," said Arthur, who had tried a 
like experiment with the like result. 
" We must go back through the woods." 

*' Without knowing our way ? we 
should lose ourselves." 

" Hardly that. I remember when 
I was a child there used to be 
a path which led right through the 
wood, over the heights and down 
into the valley. We must try and 
find it." 
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Eugenie still lingered, but the evi- 
dently impracticable state of the main 
road, half flooded and fuU of ruts, 
left her no alternative. She followed 
her husband who had already turned 
off to the left, and a few minutes 
later they were in the midst of 
the dusky green and thickly planted 
pine-trees. 

Now at least it was possible to 
advance over the roots and moss- 
covered ground, nay, it would even have 
been easy to feet trained to such 
exercise. To a lady and gentleman 
accustomed to the smooth floor of a 
drawing-room, having carriages and 
riding horses at their disposal for 
every excursion, and whose pedestrian 
feats were limited to a turn round 
the park when the weather proved 
unusually fine, this path offered diffi- 
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culties enough — and then the foggy 
tempestuous weather to boot ! It had 
left off raining certainly, but everything 
about them was dripping wet, and the 
clouds threatened a fresh shower at any 
moment. Several miles from home, in 
the midst of the woods, straying like 
a pair of adventurers trusting to chance, 
without conveyance or servants, without 
the smallest protection from wind or 
rain, Herr Arthur Berkow and his 
high-bom wife were in a situation so 
extraordinary as to seem almost des- 
perate. 

But the lady had already accepted the 
inevitable with characteristic resolution. 
The first ten steps had shown her how 
impossible it would be to save her light 
silk dress and white bernous, so she 
abandoned them to the mercy of the wet 
moss and dripping trees, and walked 
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bravely on. Her attire was ill-suited to 
such wanderings on foot and utterly 
incapable of affording her any protection 
from the inclemency of the weather. She 
wrapped herself more closely in the thin 
cashmere, and shivered in spite of herself 
as the cold wind met her. 

Her husband noticed this and stopped. 
Although they had started in a close 
carriage, he had, in his effeminate way, 
thrown a cloak round him which covered 
him completely. He took it off in silence, 
and would have put it round his wife's 
shoulders, but she moved aside with 
prompt decision. 

" Thank you, I do not want it." 

" But you are chilly." 

" Not at all. I am not so sensitive to 
the weather as you are." 

Without saying another word Arthur 
took the cloak back, but instead of fold- 
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ing it about him again, he threw it 
negligently on one arm and walked on at 
her side, clad only in his light dress-suit. 
Eugenie struggled against a feeling of 
rising anger. She hardly knew herself 
why this conduct vexed her so much, but 
she would far rather have seen him wrap 
himself carefully in the despised cloak 
and so take care of his precious health, 
than witness this reckless exposure of 
himself to wind and weather. It was for 
her, and her alone, to show a quiet, 
well-considered acquiescence in the de- 
crees of Fate. 

It was incomprehensible to her that 
her husband should for once lay claim 
to the same right, that he, who had been 
alarmed at the very idea of this journey 
home on foot, should appear now hardly 
to feel its inconveniences, whilst she 
was already more than half repenting 
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of her resolve. A gust of wind tore his 
hat off and blew it down a steep bank 
where it could not possibly be reached. 
Arthur looked calmly after the fugitive 
and tossed his long brown hair back with 
an almost defiant movement. His feet 
sank deep into the wet moss at every step, 
and yet his gait had never seemed to 
Eugenie so firm, so elastic as now. As 
they advanced into the forest, his languid 
air gradually vanished, his eyes bright- 
ened as they glanced sharply round in 
quest of the wished-for path. The dark 
damp woods seemed to have a re-animat- 
ing power over him, in such deep 
draughts did he drink in the bracing 
pine-scented air, so briskly did he lead his 
wife along under the whispering trees. 
All at once he stopped and cried trium- 
phantly, 

" There, that is the way !" 
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Before them there was indeed a narrow 
footpath which ran straight through the 
forest and, at some distance farther on, 
seemed to decline gently. Eugenie looked 
at it in surprise. She had not believed 
that her husband would prove a sure 
guide, and had quite made up her naind 
to losing their way completely. 

'' You seem very familiar with the 
country," said she, as she entered the path 
at his side. 

He smiled, but the smile was less for 
her than for the place he found himself in ; 
he looked round, scanning it on all sides 
with interest. 

'' I have not forgotten my old friends, 
the woods yet, though it is long, 
very long since we have seen each 
other." 

Eugenie raised her head in astonishment. 
She had never heard such a tone in his 
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voice ; there was deep, strongly repressed 
feeling in it. 

^" Are you so fond of the woods ?" she 
asked, involuntarily keeping up a con- 
versation which would probably else have 
lapsed into the usual silence. "Why 
have you passed a whole month then with- 
out once setting foot in them ?" 

Arthur did not answer. He was gazing 
dreamily down at the green depths 
shrouded in mist. 

"Why?" said he at last, sadly. " I 
don't know. Perhaps because I was too 
lazy. One loses everything in that city 
of yours, even one's taste for solitude in 
the woods." 

" In that city of mine ? I thought 
you were brought up there as well as 
I." 

" Certainly, but with this difference, 
that my life ended when my so-called 
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bringing-up began. AU that was really 
worth living for I left behind me when I 
entered those walls, for the joyous sunny 
years of my early boyhood were the only 
ones worth having." 

He spoke in a tone half bitter, half 
resentful. But in Eugenie's mind the old 
angry feeling blazed up hotly again. How 
dared he speak as if he had ever had 
anything to give up ? What did he 
know of sacrifice, of renunciation ? For 
her, indeed, childhood and happiness 
might truly be said to have come to an 
end together. As her father's confidant, 
early initiated into all the family affairs, 
she had made acquaintance on her first 
entrance into life with that graduated 
scale of care, humiliation, and despair, 
with that bitter school of sorrow, which 
had steeled her character, but had also 
robbed her of all the joys of youth. How 
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different had been her husband's position, 
how different all his past life! And 
yet he spoke as if he had knoVn un- 
happiness ! 

Arthur seemed to read these thoughts 
in her face, as he turned to hold back a 
drooping branch which would have brushed 
against her. 

" You think I, of all people, have no 
right to complain? It may be so. At 
any rate I have always been told that my 
existence is a most enviable one. But I 
assure you a life like mine is sometimes 
desperately void and wretched. When 
fortune heaps all her gifts before a man, 
he just treads them under foot, because 
he does not know what use to make of 
them. The life is so empty and miserable 
that one would gladly escape in the end 
from this gilded felicity they vaunt so 
loudly, ajid rush out of it anywhere — ^any- 
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where, even into the midst of storm and 
tempest !" 

Eugenie's dark eyes were fixed in 
speechless astonishment on his face. He 
flushed suddenly, remembering perhaps 
that he had been guilty of an unpardon- 
able mistake; he had betrayed some 
feeling in his wife^s presence. The young 
man frowned and oast a reproachful angry 
glance at the forest which had thus led him 
astray. Next minute he resumed his old 
indifferent manner. 

" Just now we have more storm and 
tempest than we care about," said he 
negligently, going on in front so as com- 
pletely to turn his back on her. " It 
is blowing a gale up there on the 
hills. We shall have to wait until the 
worst is over; we cannot go down at 
present." 

And truly the storm met them with such 
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force, as they issued from the wood, that 
they had some trouble to keep their foot- 
ing. It was plainly out of the question 
to go on now, for at this spot the road 
grew steep and led straight down into 
the valley; they would have been in 
danger of being caught up by the wind 
and hurled bodily into the depths below. 
There was therefore nothing for it but 
to wait here under the shelter of the 
trees until the hurricane should sub- 
side. 

They stood under a mighty pine-tree 
which reared itself high aloft on the 
very verge of the forest. The storm 
roared and rustled in its great green 
arms, as it stretched them protectingly 
over its younger and weaker fellows, and 
swayed them groaning up and down every 
now and then in spite of their strength ; 
but the giant, whitish-grey trunk, offered 
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shelter and support to Eugenie, who stood 
leaning against it. Two persons might 
have found room there in case of need, 
but they would have been placed in the 
closest proximity to each other, and it 
was this consideration, no doubt, which 
induced Arthur to remain standing some 
paces off. He was but very imperfectly 
sheltered, and the raindrops, accumulated 
on the branches from the last shower, 
poured down plentifully upon him as the 
wind moved them to and fro ; his hair 
was blown about and the drops chased 
each other over his uncovered brow, 
still he made no attempt to changie his 
place. 

'' Would you . , . would you not rather 
come here?" asked Eugenie, hesitating 
and squeezing herself to one side, so as 
to make room for him on the only dry 
spot. 

£ 2 
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" Thank you. I do not wish to incon- 
venience you." 

" Put the cloak on then, at least." 
This time it sounded almost like an 
entreaty. " You will be quite wet 
through." 

" Certainly not. I am not so sensitive 
to the weather as you imagine." 

She bit her lips. It is not pleasant to 
be fought with one's own weapons, but 
far more than this it angered her to see 
him expose himself thus to wind and 
weather, just for the sole purpose of 
teaching her a lesson. True,, this sort 
of defiance seemed to her supremely 
absurd ; she did not really suffer by his 
persistency, and she did not very much 
care if he caught cold or fell ill through 
it or not. Still it irritated her that he 
should stand there calmly and keep his 
place in spite of the storm, with an effort, 
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perhaps, but still keep it, while, but half 
an hour before, he had been lying, sleepy 
and shivering, in the cushions of the 
comfortable carriage and appearing pain- 
fully affected by every breath of air 
which found its way through the win- 
dows. Were storm and tempest really 
needed that he might prove to her he wa^ 
not quite the weakling she had hitherto 
considered him to be ? 

Arthur hardly looked just now as if he 
had the intention of proving anything 
to her. He stood with folded arms, 
gazing at the chain of wooded hills, a 
commanding view of which was to be 
had from this eminence. As his eyes 
turned slowly from one summit to an- 
other, Eugenie suddenly made the start- 
ling discovery that they were very hand- 
some. It was a great surprise to her; 
up to this time she had only known that 
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the half-closed lids veiled two sleepy, 
tired-looking orbs which she had not 
troubled herself to examine more narrowly. 
When, by any chance, he raised them, he 
did it slowly, in a lazy fashion, as if it 
cost him an effort which he felt would 
be ill-repaid, and yet this look of his was 
well worthy of notice. To judge by the 
expression of his face, one would have 
expected the usually drooping lashes to 
cover eyes of a cold pale blue, but in- 
stead of this they proved to be brown, 
clear and deep, though lacking animation, 
and it seemed as if they might yet light 
up with energy and passion, as if in 
their depths a whole world lay perdu, 
long forgotten and sunk out of sight, yet 
awaiting only the magic word which 
should break the spell and call it up 
afresh to life and action. 

Once more there flashed into the 
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young wife's mind the thouglit which 
had crossed it when, at their entrance 
into the woods, he had turned from 
her so suddenly, the suspicion of all the 
havoc made, of the great wrong done by 
the education his father had given him, a 
wrong too great to be justified or ever to 
be redressed. 

They stood together alone up there 
upon the hill. The forest lay before them 
with its veil of mist, closely wreathed in 
the grey shadows which clung to the 
sombre firs, waved from their crests in 
long gauzy stripes, floated ghost-like over 
the earth. And over the hills yonder the 
same misty veil hovered and fluttered, 
now torn asunder, now rushing together 
in one compact mass, clothing alike the 
hill-tops and steaming valleys. One con- 
tinual surging and swelling, ebbing and 
flowing; mountains and woods seem- 
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ing, at one time, to open forth 
their innermost depths, then again to 
close, withdrawing themselves from every 
mortal eye. 

All around the storm howled and raged, 
tearing through the great secular pines as 
through a cornfield. The mighty trunks 
groaned as they swayed up and down 
and bent their lofty crests murmuring 
before the wind, whilst overhead chased 
in disordered flight the great, seething 
formless masses of grey cloud. Such a 
storm as can only burst forth in the heart 
of the mountains — ^yet in all its uproar, 
it brought a message of spring. She 
came riding on its rustling wings, not 
sunnily smiling as on the plains below, 
but in rough wild humour. It was her 
breath which swelled the hurricane, her 
cry which resounded through all the 
clamour. 
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In these great disturbances of Nature 
may be traced a promise of the glowing 
sunshine and scent of flowers, so soon to 
be spread through the earth, a prevision 
of all those creative forces at work, 
struggling to bring their thousand germs 
forth to the light of day. And they 
heard her cry and answered her, those 
murmuring forests, those precipitous 
brooks and vaporous valleys. In all this 
commotion and fury and foam, there 
was yet Nature's shout of gladness as 
she threw off the last chains of winter, 
her hail of rejoicing as she greeted 
the coming deliverer. The spring is at 
hand ! 

There is something mysterious in such 
an hour. The legends of those mountain 
parts allot to it a peculiar romantic 
charm. They tell how the spirit of the 
hills travels through his kingdom at such 
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times, and uses his power for a blessing 
or a curse to the lives of all tarrying 
within his dominions. " To meet then is 
to cleave together, to part then is to part 
for all eternity." For those two standing 
on the height together, there was indeed 
no question of such meeting. They were 
bound by the closest tie which can 
unite two human beings, and yet they 
were as far apart, as strange one to 
the other as though worlds lay between 
them. 

The silence had lasted some time. 
Eugenie broke it first. 

" Arthur." 

He started as from a dream and turned 
to her. 

" Yes ?" 

"It is so cold up here — Will you 
not .... lend me your cloak now ?" 

Again the bright flush rose to the 
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young man's face, as he looked at her in 
speechless astonishment. He knew she 
was so proud, she would rather have 
been frozen by the icy wind than con- 
descend to beg for the once despised 
covering; yet she did so now in the 
hesitating tone, and with the downcast 
eyes, of one confessing a fault. 

In a minute he was at her side, and 
holding out the cloak to her. She allowed 
him to put it round her shoulders in 
silence, but when he was about to return 
to his former post, he met a glance of 
dumb yet earnest reproach. Arthur still 
hesitated for one second, but had she not 
almost asked for forgiveness? He, too, 
allowed himself to be disarmed, and re- 
mained standing by her. 

A great rampart of fog had risen out 
of the valley and closed in round them, 
fastening them to the spot. Mountains 
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and woods disappeared in the grey 
vapour. Only the mighty pines towered 
high above it, and looked gravely down 
on the two human beings who had come 
to them for protection and a refuge. 
Overhead the dark branches rustled and 
whispered noisily as with a thousand 
mysterious voices, and ever and anon 
struck in the fuller-toned chords of the 
forest. It became painfully oppressive 
up here in the midst of this fog, beneath 
all this eerie fluttering and stir. 

Eugenie started up all at once, as if 
she must extricate herself from some 
danger, from some toils which held her 
enchained. 

"The fog gets thicker and thicker,", 
said she anxiously ; " and the weather 
more dreadful than ever. Do you think 
there would be any danger for us on the 
road ?" 
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Arthur looked at the swelling masses 
of vapour, and stroked the drops from 
his damp hair. 

" I am not well enough acquainted 
with our mountains to know how far 
their storms may be dangerous. If it 
were the case, would you be afraid ?" 

" I am not fearful, but one always 
hesitates when it is a question of 
life." 

" Always ? I should have thought our 
life, the life we have led for the last month, 
was not of a nature to make any one 
afraid of risking it. You especially have 
cause to feel this." 

She looked down. 

" So far as I know, I have annoyed you 
by no complaints." 

" Oh, no. Nothing like a complaint 
has escaped your lips. If you could only 
force some colour into your cheeks as 
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easily 1 You would do it, I know, if you 
could, but there even your power of will 
fails. Do you think it can afford me 
any great pleasure to see that my wife 
is drooping away at my side, and that 
just because a hard fate has driven her 
there ?' 

This time the hot glow mounted to 
Eugenie's face; it was not called up 
by the reproach contained in his words, 
but by the strange expression he had 
used towards her for the first time. 

" My wife" he had said. Yes, she had 
certainly been married to him, but it 
had never yet occurred to her that he 
could have the right to call her " his 
wife." 

'' Why do you touch upon this subject 
again ?" asked she, turning away. " I 
hoped after that one necessary explana- 
tion it would be done with for ever." 
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" Because you seem to be in error and 
to fancy that I shall hold you all your 
life long in chains which, truly, are as 
oppressive to me as they ever were to 
you." 

His tone was cold in the extreme, but 
Eugenie looked quickly up at him. She 
could read nothing in his countenance, 
however. Why were those eyes instantly 
veiled whenever she attempted to search 
their meaning ? Was it that they would 
not submit to be questioned, or that they 
feared to betray themselves ? 

" You allude to — ^to a separation ?" 

" Do you imagine I could look upon the 
union between us as lasting after the ex- 
pression of — of esteem, which I was 
forced to hear from your mouth on that 
first evening ?" 

Eugenie was silent. 

Over their heads the pine-branches 
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rustled and waved hither and thither once 
more. The voice of the forest, exhorting, 
remonstrating, was wafted down to this 
wedded pair about to utter the word 
which should separate them, but neither 
he nor she would understand the mean- 
ing. 

" We are neither of us free enough to 
lay all considerations on one side,** con- 
tinued Arthur, in the same tone. " Your 
father and mine are both too well known, 
each in his own sphere, our marriage 
attracted too much attention for us to be 
able to dissolve it immediately, without 
affording inexhaustible matter for gossip 
to the whole town, and making ourselves 
ridiculous as the hero and heroine of a 
hundred stories. People do not separate 
after four and twenty hours, or even after 
a week, without some appreciable cause ; 
for appearances' sake they bear with one 
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another for a year or so, in order to 
declare with some show of likelihood, 
that there is incompatibility of temper. I 
had hoped we could have borne to live 
so long together, but it seems that our 
strength is not equal to the task. If we 
go on in this way, we shall both of us 
succumb.'^ 

The arm, which Eugenie had wound 
round the trunk of the great tree, trem- 
bled shghtly, but her voice was steady as 
she answered : 

" I do not succumb so easily when I 
have once taken a task upon me, and, as 
for you, I really did not think you were 
in the least affected by our painful posi- 
tion." 

In his brown eyes there flashed once 
more that rapid lightning-like gleam 
which vanished as quickly, leaving no 
trace behind it. His look was quiet and 
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expressionless as before, when he replied 
after a short pause, 

" You really thought so ? WeU, it 
does not signify whether I am affected 
by it or not. I should not have touched 
upon the subject, if I had not seen the 
necessity of reassuring you by a promise 
that our marriage shall be dissolved as 
soon as circumstances permit. Perhaps 
now I shall not see you look so white as 
you have , done for the last few days, and 
perhaps you will believe now what you 
have, so far, looked upon as a lie, 
namely, that I had no knowledge of the 
machinations by which your hand was 
obtained for me, but imagined that it was 
given voluntarily and of your own free 
will." 

" I believe you, Arthur," said she in 
a low voice. "I do believe you 
now." 
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Arthur received this first mark of his 
wife's confidence with a smile of exceed-, 
ing bitterness. It came to him at the 
very moment he was giving her 
up. 

" The fog begins to clear," said he, 
changing the subject, "and the storm 
seems to abate too for a few minutes. 
We must take advantage of it to get 
down. In the valley below we shall be 
protected, and shall soon reach the farm, 
where, I hope, they will be aUe to 
lend us a carriage. Will you follow 
me?" 

The way was steep and slippery, but 
Arthur seemed wishful to-^day of giving 
his whole nature the lie. He walked 
down the hill with a firm sure tread, 
while Eugenie, with her thin boots aad 
long dress, impeded still furtliLer by the 
cloak, coijld h^,rdly advawe. He saw 

s 2 



26o SUCCESS: 



that he must come to her assistance, but 
on such a road he could not simply ofEer 
her his arm. He must, of necessity, put 
it well round her if his help were to be 
of any avail, and that . . . that would 
hardly do ! 

The husband hesitated to render his 
wife a service which he would have done 
to any stranger ; and that which a 
stranger, under the circumstances, would 
have at once accepted, the wife felt 
averse to receiving from her hus- 
band. 

After some moments of indecision he 
did finally place his arm round her waist. 
She quivered a little at his touch, but 
neither of them spoke while making 
the descent, which lasted about ten 
minutes. At every step they took down- 
wards Eugenie's face grew whiter. It 
appeared to be intolerable to her that 
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his arm should thus support her, that 
she should be forced to lean on his 
shoulder, so near him that she could 
feel his breath on her face. Yet he did 
what he could to spare her. He never 
glanced at her once. All his attention 
seemed directed to the road, which, cer- 
tainly, was of a nature to make care and 
prudence needful to prevent their both 
sliding down it unawares. But, quiet 
as he seemed, there was that same 
treacherous little twitch about the young 
man's lips, and, when at last they reached 
the valley below, he released his wife 
from his arms with a long, deep-drawn 
breath, which showed he had been any- 
thing but cahn during their strange little 
journey. 

Already the farm-buildings were visi- 
ble glinting through the trees, and they 
hastened down the path which led to 
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them, as though feeling that on no ac- 
count must they remain loiiger alone 

■ 

together. Overhead the storm raged 
afresh and, high up on the hill, the fog 
thickened again round the stout old pine 
which had spread its branches protect- 
ingly over these two, and given them 
shelter in the hour of which the old 
legends say : 

" To meet then is to cleave to- 
gether, to part then is to part for all 
eternity." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

TTBRR BEEKOW had arrived in the 
■^^ afternoon of the day on which 
Arthur and his wife had made their ex- 
cursion through the forest, and had 
received them on their return home. 
This time he did not appear to be in 
such excellent spirits as on the occasion 
of his previous visit, when he had 
revelled in the first triumph procured 
for him in his own house by his grand 
new connections. 
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He was, it is true, now as ever, full 
of politeness to his daughter-in-law and 
of indulgence towards his son, but his 
manner, even on the evening of his 
arrival, showed that he was ruffled, un- 
easy, abstracted, and this was still more 
evident next morning when Arthur went 
to his room and asked for an inter- 
view. 

" Another time, Arthur," said he, 
evading it, " another time. Do not tease 
me about trifles now that my head is 
full of most important affairs. The city 
business and money matters have caused 
me an immense amount of worry. Every- 
thing is at a standstill, or bringing loss 
instead of gain, but you imderstand 
nothing about it, and very likely don't 
care. I will soon bring things into 
shape again myself, but pray spare me 
all talk about your private concerns just 
now." 
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"It is not a private concern of my 
own this time, Sir, the subject has its 
importance for you too. I am sorry to 
take up your time now that you are over- 
whehned with business, but I cannot help 
it/' 

" Well — after dinner then," returned 
Berkow impatiently. " You can very 
well wait till then. I have not a moment 
now ; all the ofl&cials are waiting for me 
over in the committee-room, and I have 
sent word to the chief-engineer that I 
will go down the shaft with him as soon 
as the meeting is over." 

" Go down with him ?" asked the 
young man, growing attentive. " Do you 
mean to inspect the mines person- 
ally ?" 

" No, I am going to see after the 
alterations in the lifting-apparatus 
which have been begun in my absence. 
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What shoiild I do down in the 
mines ?'' 

** I thought you were going to asoer-^ 
tain personally whether things are in as 
bad a state down below as they pte^ 
tend." 

Berkow turned round suddenly as he 
was going Out, and looked at his son 
in Surprise. " What do you know about 
the state of things in the mines P Who 
has put such notions into your hoad ? 
I suppose the Director, finding I turned 
a deaf ear to his last demands for cash, 
has since applied to my son. Well^ he 
has got to the right man there !** 

He laughed out loud, not noticing 
the displeasure in Arthiu^'s face; the 
latter replied with some sharpness : 

" But it must be looked into, to find 
out how far these improvements are 
necessary, and as you are going down 
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with the engineers, you might take 
advantage of the oppol*tunity to make a 
more thorough examination of the shaftli 
and gaUeries." 

" That I certainly Bhall not," returned 
Berkow curtly. " Do you think I want 
to risk my lifeP Things are dangerous 
in their present condition, there is i^o 
doubt about it." 

*^ And yet you send down hundreds 
of men every day ?" 

The tone of this question Wad vei^y 
peculiar, so peculiar that his fathei* 
frowned with annoyandd. 

" Do you mean to lecture me, Ariiur P 
I fancy a sermon from you Would soimd 
rathel* odd. You seem to have taken 
refuge in philanthropy from the mono- 
tony of your stay in the country. I 
Would let that alone if I were you. It 
id a^ expensive pursuit, particul^ly in 
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our circumstances. Besides, I shall 
take good care no accidents happen ; 
I should incur a loss by it which would 
be exceedingly ill-timed just now. The 
necessary repairs shall be made and 
things kept in order ; but, as for exten- 
sive improvements, I have, in the first 
place, no money for them, and in the 
second, I cannot allow the works to be 
stopped even for a day. To have ena- 
bled me to do that, your requirements 
should have been rather more moderate 
than they were for some time before 
your marriage. But I really don't un- 
derstand why you are troubhng yourself 
all at once about things which you gene- 
rally ignore altogether. You had better 
busy yourself with the arrangements for 
your salon and for the soirees you will 
be giving in the city this winter, and 
leave to me the care and responsibility 
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of matters which you understand nothing 
about." 

" Nothing," assented the younger man 
with rising bitterness. " You have taken 
care of that." 

"I do believe you mean to reproach 
me !" exclaimed Berkow. " Have you 
not enjoyed every pleasure in life ? Have 
I ever recoiled before a sacrifice which 
could procure you enjoyment? Shall I 
not leave you a wealthy man, I who 
began life without a penny in my pocket ? 
Have I not, by this marriage of yours 
with the Baroness Windeg, got you in- 
troduced into the ranks of the nobility 
to which you will one day belong? I 
should like to see the father who has 
done as much for his son as I have !" 

During the whole of this speech, 
Arthur had stood silent, looking out of 
the window. 
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" You are quite right, Sir, but I see 
you have neither time nor patience to 
listen now to what I had intended 
saying to you. I will wait until aft^* 
dinner." 

So saying he went out. Berkow looked 
after him and shook his head. This 
son of his was growing incomprehensible 
to him ; but he had, indeed, no time to 
spare. He locked his desk hastily, took 
up his hat and went over to the com- 
mittee^room with a look on his face 
which presaged but little sunshine for 
those who there awaited him. 

Meanwhile the miners had assembled 
about the shaft ready to begin the se- 
cond shift of the day. They were 
waiting for the overaaan, who had not 
9»ppeared as yet. In and about the shed 
a4} the shaft's mouth were grouped to- 
gether men of every age and skilled in 
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every branch of industry which active 
mining operations call into play. The 
various Deputies of the various divisions 
were there also, but the most prominent 
figure of all was XJlric Hartmann, who 
stood in the midst of them, with one 
foot on the steps, his arms crossed, silent 
at present, and yet distinguishable as 
the leading man. 

No real discussion could have been held 
then, both time and place were imfitted 
for it, but even at these short casual 
meetings the talk turned on the one 
subject which now occupied all the men 
on the works. 

" You may depend upon it, Ulric, 
they will not follow us on the other 
works," said the young miner Lawrence 
who was standing next to Hartmann. 
" They think it is too soon ; ih.ey are 
not ready, in short, they have no mind 
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to begin and would rather wait and 
see how things turn out." 

Ulric tossed back his head defiantly. 

**What do I care? We will go for- 
ward alone then, we have no time to 
spare." 

A movement of surprise was to be 
seen among the miners. "Alone?" 
asked some. " Without our mates ?" 
added others, and the majority repeated 
anxiously " Now ? Already ?" 

" Now, I say," declared Ulric im- 
periously, as he threw a challenging 
look around him. " If any man among 
you is of a different way of thinking, 
let him say so." 

A not inconsiderable number of those 
present seemed to be of a different way 
of thinking, but no one ventured on 
a decided oppposition; only Lawrence 
said gravely : 
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"But you thought yourself it would 
be better if all the works in the neigh- 
bourhood struck at the same time ?" 

" Can I help it if they dally and 
shilly-shally until our patience is worn 
out?" asked the young Deputy ve- 
hemently. " If they will go on waiting, 
we can't, and that they know right 
well. But they want to send us on 
first under fire, that they may see how 
the thing goes with us. Right good 
fellowship that ! Well, we will manage 
without them." 

" And you really think that he — " 
Lawrence glanced in the direction of 
the ch&teau — " that he will give in ?" 

" He must," said XJlric decidedly, " he 
must or else ruin himself. Several of his 
speculations have just failed, he has 
had to meet his son's debts, and the 
new house in town will be a matter 
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of some thousands. If there is a stop- 
page on the works for a couple of 
months or so jtist now when the great 
contracts hare been ei^ered into, it 
is all up with tdieir fine doings. Two 
years ago he might have weathered it, 
but not now. We shal get all we 
want if we threaten to strike." 

" God grant we may !" said *an elderly 
man with a pale sunken face and anxious 
look. " It would be terrible if we 
took all that care and trouble upon us 
for nothing, if we and our wives and 
children were to go on starving for 
weeks together and, after all, find 
things just as they were. Had not 
we better wait until our mates . . .?*^* 

" Yes, if we were to wait for 
the others ?" was heard from sev^^ 
voices. 

" Talk, talk, and nothing but talk I" 
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broke out TJlric fiercely. "I tell you 
now is the time and we must set about 
it. Will you go with me or will you 
not ? Answer." 

" Don't flare out like that," said 
Lawrence pacificating. " You know well 
enough we shall all go with you, if it 
comes to that. Let them do as they 
will on the other works, we are united 
among ourselves; not a man of us will 
desert you." 

" I would not recommend anyone to 
remain behind, if once things become 
serious," said Ulric, glowering darkly 
at the comer whence the opposition 
had proceeded. " We can't have any 
cowardice. Every man must be answer- 
able for his fellow, and woe to him 
who is found wanting." 

The young leader seemed to have 
adopted the right way of stifling any 
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possible germs of resistance ; his com- 
rades were awed by his despotic treat- 
ment of them. The few dissentient 
voices, those exclusively of middle-aged 
men, were silenced, and the rest of 
the miners, especially the younger ones, 
flocked round Hartmann with loud demon- 
strations of approval. He continued 
more quietly : 

" Besides, this is not the time 
to discuss it all, this evening we 
will " 

"The overman!" broke in several 
voices, while the looks of all turned to 
the door. 

" Fall apart !" commanded Ulric ; obe- 
dient to the order, the men dispersed at 
once, each miner taking up his safety- 
lamp which he had previously placed on 
one side. 

The overman, coming in upon them 
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suddenly and rather unexpectedly, pro- 
bably saw the group separate quickly at 
his approach, and perhaps heard the word 
of command, for he looked keenly round 
the circle. 

" You seem to have your men in 
capital discipline, Hartmann," said he 
coldly. 

" Pretty fair, Sir," returned the other 
in the same tone. 

The overman must have known as well 
as the other ofl&cials what was going on 
among the hands, but he preferred to see 
and hear nothing. He went on in a matter 
of fact way : 

" Herr Berkow is going with the 
engineers to inspect the pumps and 
the lifting apparatus. You are to 
wait with Lawrence in the shaft, Hart- 
mann, until the gentlemen come up. 
Deputy Wilm can lead your men with 
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his own, and you can follow later 



on. 



Ulric received his instructions in silence 
and remained behind with Lawrence, while 
the others, conducted by the overman, 
began the descent. When the last of his 
comrades had disappeared, the young miner 
turned in his wrath. 

" They are all cowards together," he 
muttered angrily. " One can't get them 
to move for their fears and their in- 
decision. They know as well as I do 
that we must make use of the present 
time, and yet they won't go forwards, 
because the others are not at their back. 
A very good thing that it is Berkow 
we have got to deal with and no 
other. If he were the right sort of 
man, and knew when to show his teeth 
and when to give them good words, they 



AND HOW HE WON IT. 279 

wauld never go through with the busi- 
ness." 

** Do you think he will not know ?" 
asked Lawrenee, rather distrustfully. 

"No, he is a coward like all tyrants. 
He win talk loudly and harass us so long 
as he has the upper hand, but when 
his skin or his money-bag is in danger, 
he will sing small. He has made 
himself so ' thoroughly hateful, and 
he persists so in driving them on to the 
last extremity, that soon not a man among 
them will hold back, and then it will be 
all right. We shall have him in our hands 
then/' 

" And the young master ? Do you think 
he won't interfere when the troubles break 
out?" 

An expression of imconcealed contempt 
played about Ulricas mouth, as he answered 
disdainfully, 
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" He counts for notluiig'. He will run 
away back to the city at the first alarm 
and put himself in safely. If ve 
had only him to deal with, ve 
should settle the business very quicklf. 
He would say yes to everything, if 
you threatened not to let hiTn have his 
sleep out. The father will give us rather 
more trouble." 

"He is going to inspect the pumps," 
said Lawrence, reflectively. *' Perhaps he 
will go into the mine as well ?*' 

Ulric laughed out bitterly. 

" What are you dreaming of ? Men 
like us must risk their hves daily. That 
is what we are fit for, but our lord and 
master will remain where it is safe in the 
shaft. I wish I had him alone once with 
me, face to face. He should learn what 
it is to tremble, as we so often have to do 
down below." 
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The young man's look and tone were 
full of such savage hatred that his more 
moderate companion thought it better to 
be silent and so, for the time being at 
least, let the conversation drop. 

A long pause ensued. Hartmann went 
up to the window and looked out 
impatiently. All at once he felt the 
touch of a hand on his shoulder and, 
turning, saw Lawrence standing at his 
side. 

" I want to ask you something, Ubic," 
began the latter with some hesitation. 
" I think you will tell me if I ask it of 
you. How do matters stand between you 
and Martha ?" 

Some seconds passed before Ulric an- 
swered. 

" Between me and Martha ? What do 
you want to know for ?" 

The other looked down. 
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" You see, I have been courting the 
girl so long. She would never take me, 
because . , . becaus^e there was some one 
else. WeU, I can't blame her"— with a 
wistful glance of admiration at his friend 
— " and if it is really a fact that you 
are standing in my light, well, I must 
manage to drive the whole thing out of 
my head, so tall me, are you of one 
mind ?" 

" No, Karl," said Ulric, in a low voice. 
"We are not of one mind, and we are 
not likely to be. "We know that now, 
both of us. I shall not stand in your 
way any longer with the girl, and I think, 
if you will try your luck once more, she 
will take you." 

A gleam of joy passed over Lawrence's 
face, and he drew himself up ereot with a 
deep drawn breath of relief. 

" Do you really mean that? Well, 
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if you say so, it must be true, aud 
I will try ouce more this very eveu- 
mg. 

Ulric frowned. 

" This evening ? Don't you remember 
that we have a meeting to-night, and 
that you have to attend it, instead of 
going courting? But you are no better 
than the others ! Now when we are 
going into the fight, your head is full 
of your love-making; now when a man 
should be thankful to be without wife and 
child, you are thinking of nothing but of 
getting married. There is no bearing with 
you all !" 

"Well, I may ask Martha any way," 
said Lawrence, somewhat hurt. "And 
if she really does say yes, it will be 
some time yet before the wedding. You 
don't know how a man feels when there 
is some one he cares for that he can't 
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have, how sick at heart he gets when 
he sees another man with her day 
after day, only needing to stretch out 
his hand to take that which he would 
give his life for, and yet not caring to take 
it. You- " 

" Have done, Karl." Ulric interrupted 
him with lips working with agitation, 
and letting his clenched fist fall so heavily 
on the wood-work that it groaned again. 
" Go to Martha, marry her, do what 
you Uke, but don't talk to me any more 
of such things. I can't, I won't bear 
it." 

The young miner looked at his friend 
in amazement. He could not comprehend 
so violent a repulse. There was no doubt 
that Ulric gave the girl up freely .... 
but he had no time to ponder over it, 
for at this moment Berkow's sharp 
voice was heard outside, saying in very 
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ungracious tones to the officials who accom- 
panied him : 

" And now I must beg of you, gentle- 
men, to have done. The old ventilators 
have lasted all this time without an acci- 
dent, and they will last longer. We need 
no expensive novelties which it pleases 
you to consider necessary, because they 
would not be paid for out of your pockets. 
Do you think I want a model philan- 
thropic establishment here ? I want the 
returns to be increased, and the funds 
required for that purpose will be granted. 
All the other items will be erased. If the 
miners have to run risks, I can't help 
that. They earn their bread by it. I 
can't throw away thousands to insure a 
few hewers and trammers against an 
accident which might have happened any 
day, but never has happened yet. The 
repairs in the shafts and mines will be 
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limited to what is strictly necessary to 
keep things in good working order, and so 
there is an end of it." 

He pushed open the door of the shed 
and seemed unpleasantly surprised at 
seeing the two men, whom he had cer- 
tainly not expected to find tiiere, and 
who must have overheard his last 
words. Their presence appeared to be 
even more unsatisfactory to the chief- 
engineer. 

" Hartmann, what are you doing 
up here ?" he asked, in some em- 
barrassment. 

" The overman told us we were to 
go down the shaft with the gentlemen,*' 
answered Ulric, keeping his darkly gleam- 
ing eyes fixed on Berkow. 

The chief - engineer shrugged his 
shoulders and turned to his princ^al, 
with a look which said plainly enough. 
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" He might as well have chosen some 
one else," but he made no reply. 

" All right/' said Berkow, shortly. 
" Go on, we will follow you." 

The two miners obeyed. When they 
were out of sight of the others, Lawrence 
stopped a moment. 

" Ulric !" 

"What?" 

'•' Did you hear ?" 

" That he can't throw away thousands 
just to insure the Uves of a few hewers 
and trammers ? But the returns are to 
be increased by tens of thousands ! Well, 
no one is safe here down below, and he 
means coming with us to-day. We shall 
see whose turn comes first. Off with 
you, Karl." 
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